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England: with the tragicall 


* fall of proud Mortimer. 


And alſo the life and death of Peirs Gaueſton, 


the great Earle of Cornewall , and mighty 


fauorite of King Edward the ſecond, as it | 
was publiquely afted by the right honorable 
the Earle of Fandreaty A 
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Printed at Londowr for Roger Barnes, and are to 
be ſould at his ſhop in-Chauncerie Lane ouer 
againſt the Rolles, 161 2. | 
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Enter Gaueſtone reading on a letter that was 
brought him from the king. 


=== ! father is deceaſt, come Ganeſton, (freind. 
TA vj 1 And ſhare the dp with thy deereſt 


þ 
p - 14 Ah words thatma 
| 218) bf What greater bliſſe can hap to Gaweftor, 
LEZS29&22 Then liue and be the fauorice of a King ? 
Sweete prince Icome : Theſe theſe, thy amorous lines 
Might haue enforſtme to haue ſwum from France, 
And like Leander gaſptvpon the ſande, 
So thou wouldſt ſmile and take me in thine armes. 
The fight of London to my exiled cies, 
Is as Elizium to anewe come loule, 
Not that I loue the Citie or the men, 
Bur that it harbours him I hold fo deere, 
The king, vpon whoſe boſome let me die, 
And with the world be ſtill at enmitie - 
What needethe Articke people loue ſtar-light, 
To whome the ſunne ſhines both by day and night. * 
Farewell baſe ſtooping tothe Lordly Peeres, 
My knee ſhall bowe to none but to the King , 
As forthe multitude thatare bur ſparkes 
Rakt vpin embers, of theirpguertic, - 
Tanti: Ile fanne firſt on the winde, 
Thar glaunceth atmy lipsandflieth away : 
But how now, what are thigſe? 
Enter three phdve men. 
Poore men, Such as deſire your worſhips ſcruice, 
Gaxeſt, What canſt thou doe ? 
I. Poore. Ican ride. 
Gaxeft, But Thaue no horſe, What art thou ? 
2. Poore, A Trauecller; 
Ganeſt, Let me ſee, thou wouldſt doe well 
To yaite at my trencher, and tell me lies at dinner time; 
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eme ſurfer with delight, 
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| And asT like your diſcourfing, ile haue you. 
| And what art thou ? 
3. Poore, A ſouldier, that hath ſeru'd againſt the Scot. 


F Gare, Why, there are hoſpitals forſuch as you, 
| | Thaue no warre, and therefore Sir be gone. 
Sold. Farewell, and periſh by a fouldicrs hand, T % 
| Thar would k reward them with an hoſpitall, 1 
Gay, I, I, theſe words of his moue me as much 8-2 
| As if a Goole ſhouldplay the Porcupine y- < 
| | Anddarther plumes, thinking to pierce my breatt, | 4 
| But yet itis no paine to ſpeake men faire, 1 
| Neflatter thefe, and make them live in hope: = 
| You know that I came lately out of France, | 
| And yet I have not viewd my Lord the King, C 
IfI fpeede well, ile entertaine you all. =P. 
| Omnes, Wethanke your worſhip. s \ 
Gan, 1 haus ſome bulines, leaue me to my ſeife. 1 
Omnes, We will waite heere aboutthe court, Exemnt. | f 
Gas. Do :thele are not men for me, n 1 
I mult haue wanton Poers, Pleaſant wits, | 9 
= Muſfitians, that with touching ofa ſtring " A 
' May draw the pliant King which way I pleaſe : ; F 
| Muſicke and Pactry is his delight, C 
Therefore ile haue Tcaliat maskes by night, | E 
| Sweete ſpeeches, comedies, and pleaſing ſhowes, = 
And in the day whetthe ſhallwalke abroad, Wi 
Like Siluian Nimphes my pages ſhall be clad, ; T 
| My men like Satyres grazing onithe lawnes ; A 
Shall with their Goatefeete daunce the Anticke hay, 1 
| Sometime a louely boy in'Dians ſhape, | V 
With haire that gilds the water as it glides, , 
Crownets of pearle about his naked armes, 
And in his fportfull hands an Oliuetree, - Wil 
To hide thoſe parts which men delight to ſee, B 
Shall bathe him in a ſpring, and there hard by, | Fe 
Onelike tes peeping through the groue, - D 
Shall bythe angry goddeſle be transformde, -- T! 
And running inthe likenefle of an Hart,” I 
By yelping houndspuld downegand ſeemme to die, F «1 T 
| : | uch 


Such things as theſe beft pleaſe his Maieſty, on 
My Lord, here comes the King and the Nobles 


1: p w I 


wed - _ - 
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From the parlament, ile ſtand aſide, 7 
vo 
at 
| Enter the King, Lancaſter, © Mortimer ſenior, CMort imer 3 
' > Junior, Edmond Earle of Kent, Guie Earle of Warwicke ,&c, £3 
| Faward. Lancaſter, iy 
| Lancaſt, My Lord. th 


Ganeſt, That Earle of Lancaſter do Iabhorre. 
Edw, Will you not grauntme this ?in ſpite ofthem 
411, and theſe rewo MMortimers 
That crofſe me thus, ſhall know I am diſpleas'd, 
Ador. ſe. If y ou lou? vs my Lord, hate Gazeffone, 

Caueſt, That villaine Mortimer ile be his death. 
Mor. i#, Mine vncle heere, this Earle, and I myſelfe 
* Werelworneto your father at his death, 
| Thathe ſhould nerereturne into the realine : 

And know my Lord, ere I will breake my oath, 

This ſworde of mine that ſhould offend your foes, 

Shall fleepe within the ſcaberd at thy neede, - 
? Andyndernearh-thy banners march who will; .''.- - - 
: For Mortimer will hang his armor vp, oO 
; Ganeſt. Mort. dien.. Bs "Fs | 
Faw, Well Mortimer, ile make thee ruetheſe words, » 
: 'Beſeemes it thee to contradift thy King | 
; Frounſt thou thereat aſpiring Lancaſter, 
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The ſworde ſhall plaine the-forrowes of thy browes,. © | 

And hew theſe knees tharnow-aregrowne lo ftiffe, 

I will haue Gazeſtor,and you ſhallknow, +. s 153, 
What dangertis to ſtand 'againſtyourKirsg, 

| Ganeſt, Well doone, Ned; . : 1M, Fly 52-3 F% | 
Lan, My Lord, why da you thus incenſe your Peecxes;-- 

Thar naturally would loue and-honouryou+ / 572 | 

| But for that baſe and obſcuce Guweſton,'. | 

Foure Earldomes haue I befides Lancaſter, :: - 

Darbie, Salisbury, Lincolne, Leiceſter, . F203, 

Theſe will I fell to giue my ſoulgierspayey''! ff 

Ere Gazeſton ſhall tay withirfthe reafme, >: © 0 01H? 

| Therefore ifhe be come, expell him rajght;) 7 i! 

: A3 - Dy Edns, 
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" Edam. Barons and Farles, your pride hath mademe mute, 
| But nowlle ſpeake , andto theproofeI hope: | 
Ido remember in my fathers dayes, 


Lord Percy of the North being highly moufd, G41 
Brau'd C3onubray inpreſence of the king, Fs | Hai 
For which had not his highnes lou'd him well, Ee 
| He ſhould haue loſt his bead, bur with his looke, | No 
The vndaunted fpirit of Peircie was appeaſ'd, "An 
3 | And Moubray and he were reconcilde: The 
| Yet dare you brauc the king vnto his face, {An 
rother reuenge it, and let theſe their heads, Th 
Preach vpon poles for treſpafle of their congues, BL 
Warwicke, O our heads. Ch 
Edw.1 yours, and therefore I would wiſh you graunt, | E® 
Farw. Bridle thy anger gentle Mortimer, > 
Afor. in, I cannot, norT will not, I muſt ſpeake,  - 
Cofin, our hands Ihope ſhall fence our heads, F Ol 
 Andſtrike off his that makes you threaten vs: FE a 
Come vncle letys leaue the brainficke King, Thy 
- | Andhenceforthparlic with our naked ſwords. | Thi 
F Mor. ſe. Wiltſhire hath men enough toſaue ourheads, | If 
 J_ | _ #®#arw, All Warwickſhire will loue him for my ſake. , lie 
| Lanc. And Northward Gazeſton hath many friends, 11s 4 
Adew my Lord, and either change your minde, | bi Fea 
Or looke to ſee the Throne where you ſhould fit yW: 
To floate in bloud, and at thy wanton head, i Wc 
The gloſing head of thy bafe minioa throne. Sau 
=  Exennt mbels. Ft 
Edw.1 cannotbrooke theſe hautie menaces : q 9a, 
AmJI a king and muſt be ouer rulde ? ba 
Brother diſplay my enſignes in the fielde, J As 
Ile bandie with the Barons and the Earlcs, ſ Wy 
And either die orliue with Gaxeſtox, f 
Gaxe,1 can no longer keepe mefrom my lord, [Ear 
Edw, What Ganefton, welcome\kis not my hand, wi 
Embrace me Gaxefton as I do thee : But 
Why ſhouldſt thow kneele, > A 
Knoweſt thou not wholam ? | fo 
. __ Thy freind, thy (clfc; another Ganeftor, Th, 
; \ Not | 


- 


Of EAWardtneleconc 

Not Hil was more mourned for;of Hercules, 

| Then thou haſt beene of me ſince thy exile, | 

Gan. And fince I went from hence, no ſoule in hell 
/ Hath felt more torment then poore Gaweſtor. 

Eew. I know ity brother welcome home my friend, 

| Now letthe treacherous Mortimers conſpire, 

* And that high minded Earle of Lancaſter, 

Ihaue my wiſh, in that Ijoy thy fight, 

| And ſooner ſhallthe ſea overwhelme my land, 

Then beare the ſhip that ſhall tranſport thee hence ; 
| Theere create thee Lord high Chamberlaine, 
Cheefe Secretary to the State and me , 

Earle of Cornewall, king and lord of Man. 
Gaueſt. My lord, theſe titles farre exceede my worth, 
Kent, Brother the leaſt oftheſe may well ſuffice 

: Forone of preater birth then Gaxeffor, 

- Zdw, Ceaſe brother, For I cannot brooke theſe words: 

' Thy worth ſweert friend is farre aboue my gifts, 

: Therefore to equal it, receijue my heart, 

7 It for theſe dignities thou be enuicd, 

© 1]c give thee more, for butto honour thee, 

Is Edward pleazd with kingly regiment, 

7 Fearſt thou thy perſon ? thou ſhalt haue a guard: 

* Wants thou Gold? go to my treaſurie, > 

! Wouldft thou be lou'de and feard ? receive wy ſeale, 

Saue or cendemne, and in our name commaunde, ' 

What ſo thy minde affects or fancie likes. 

2 Gaze, It ſhall ſuffice me to enioy your loue, 

; Which whiles I haue, Irhinke my ſelfe as great 

2 A5 Ceſar riding in the Romaine ſtreere, 

| With Capriue kings -at his tryumphant Carre, 

: Enter the Biſhop of Conentrie, 

| Eaw, Whether goes my Lord of Couentrie ſo faſt, 

| Biſþ, Tocelebrate your fathers exequies, 

But is that wicked Gareſton returnd ? 

Eaw,1preiſt, andlives tobe reuengd onthee, 
That wert the onely cauſe ofhis exile, © 
Gaze, Tis true, and but for reverence of theſerobes,. 
Thou ſhouldſt not plod one foote beyond this place, 


A+ 


* 


MI 
" 


| .b.Tdidno more thenthenT was bound to do, 
1nd Gaxeſton vnleſſe thou be reclaimd, 
_ 44s then Idid incenſe the parlament, | | 
So will Inow, and thou ſhalt backe toFrance . 
Gane. Sauing your reuerencc, you muſt pardon me, | 
Edw. Throwe of his.Golden miter, rend his ſtole, 3 
Andin the channell chriflen him anew. 
Kent. Ah brother, lay not violent hands on him, | 
For hecle complaine vntothe lea of Rome, . f 
Gaue. Let him complaine vnto the ſea of hell, | 
Ile be reucngd on him for my exile. 
Edw, No, ſpare his life, but ſeaze vpon kis goods, 
Be thou Lord Biſhop, and receiue his rents, 
And :nake bun fſeruc thee as thy.chaplaine, 
I giue him, thee ; Heere vic him as thou wilt. 
Gaze. He ſhall to priſon, and there die in boults. 
Fdw,1, to the tower, the fleete, or where thou wik, 
B:ſ.For this offence be thon accurlt of God. 
. Eaw, Whole there? conuey this prieſt tothe tower. 
Biſh. True, true. 
Edw. But in the meane time Gateſton away, 
And take poſleſſion of his houſe & goods : 
| Come follow me, and thou ſhalt have my guard 
| To ſee it done, and bring thee ſafe againe, 
Gaze, What ſhould a Prielt do with ſo faire a houſe? 
| A priſon may beſt beſeeme his holineſle, 
| Enter both the Mortimers Warwicke, 
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| and Lancaſter. | 
Far.Tis true, the Biſhopis in the Tower, | [ 
And goods and body giuen to Caneſtor, | 2 
Lan, What ? will theytirannyze uponthe Church ? | 


Ah wicked King, accurled Gaweſton, 
| This ground which is corrupred wieh their ſteps, 
$hall be theirctimeleſle ſepulcher, ormine, 
| Meor,in,Wel, letthat pecuiſh Frenchman gaurd him ſure 
Valeſſe his breſt be ſword proofe he ſhall die. 
Mor, ſe, How now, why droopes the Farle of Lancaſter ? 
Mor. iv, Wherefore is Guy of Warwicke diſcontent ? - 
Lan, Thatvillaine Canelon is ade an Earle, 
| | Mort. ſets 


Mp 
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eHMort. ſen, An Earle! 
War, 1, and beſides Lord Chamberlaine of the realme, 

And ſectitarictoe,and Lord of Man, 

or, ſe. We may not, nor we willnort ſuffer this, 
Aor. tw, Why poſt we not from hence to leauie men? 
Lan, My Lord of Cornewall, now at cuery word, 

And happy is the man, whom he vouchſafes 

For vailing of his bonnet one good looke, 

Thus arme in arme, the King and he doth march: 

Nay more, the guarde vpon his Lordſhip waites : 

And allthe court begins to flatter him. 
ar. Thus leaning on the ſhoulder of the King, 

He nods, and ſcornes, and ſmiles at thoſe that paſſe. 
Mor. ſe. Doth no man take exceptions at the ſlaue ? 
Lay, Allftomacke him, but none dare ſpeakea word, 
Ator,im, Ah that bewraies their baſenes Lancaſter, 

Were all the Earles and Barons of my minde, 

Weele hale him from the boſome of the King, F 

And at the court gate hang thepeſant vp, 

Whoſwolne with venome of ambitious pride, 

Will be the ruine of therealme and vs. 

Emter the Biſhop of Camterbarie. 
ar,Heere comes my Lord of Canterburies grace, 
Lan, His countenance bewraies he is diſpleaſde, 
Bi/s, Firſt were his ſacred garments rent and torne, 

Then laide they violent hands ypon himnexr, 

Himſelfe impriſoned, and his goods aſceaſd , 

This certifie the Pope, away take horſe, 

Lan, My Lord, will you take armes againſt the King ? 
Biſh, What neede I, God himſelfe is vp in armes, 

When violence is offered to the Church. 

Mor in. Then will you joyne with ys that be his Peeres 

To baniſh or behead that Ganeftor. 

Biſh. What elſe my Lordes,for it concernes menere, 


E: The Biſhoppricke of Conenrtrie ts his,” | 


Enter the Queene, 
Mor. is. Madam, whether walks your maicſticſo fat? 
ze; Vnrtothe forreſt gentle Mortimer, PTE 2 
Toliue in gricfe and bale - diſcontent, | = 
r 


| For now. my Lord the king regardes me nor, 


| Confirme his banniſhment with our nands and ſeales, 


|: And in the meane time ile intreat you all, 


| Forbeare to leuie armes againlt the King, 


| And both the Mortimers two goodly men, 


But dotes vypon the loue of Gazeſton, 
He claps his chcekes, and hanges about his necke, | 
Smiles in his face, and whiſpers in his eares, - | | 
And when I come, he frownes, as who ſhould ſay; E-; 
Gowheher thou wilt ſeeing Lhaue Gazefton, - | 
Ator. fe, Is ir. not iirange, that he is thus bewitcht 
2or, in, Madam, returne ynto the court againe : 
Thatſlie ihucigling Frenchman weele exile, 
Orlole our lives : and yet ere tharday come, 
The king ſhall leje his crowne, for we haue power, 
And courage to, to be rcuengde at full, 
Biſþ,Buryerlitcnor your ſwords againſtthe king, 
Lan, No, but weele lift Gazeſton from hence. 
Vir, And warre mult be the meanes, or heele ſtay (til 
_ Dxe.Thenlet him ſtay, for rather then my Lord 
Shall be oppreſt with ciu;ll munities, 
I will endure a melancholy lifc, 


 Andlethim frollicke with his minion. 


Biſh, My Lordes, to cale all this, but heare me ſpeake, 
We and the reſt that arc his counſellers, 
Will meete, and with a generalli conſent, 
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Lan, What we confirme the King will fruſtrate, [ 
Ater,in, Then may we lawfully reuolt from him, ; 
War. But ſay my Lord, where ſhall this meeting bee ? 8 
Biſh. At the newe Temple, b 
Aor. in, Content : 


To croſſe to Lambeth, and there ſtay with me. 


Lan, Come then Jets away. p 
Mor. is, Madam farewell. HY z 
ue. Farewell ſweete Mortimer, and for my ſake, p 


Mor. is, 1, if wordes will ſerue, ifnor, I muſt, _ 
' Enter Gaueſton azd the earle of Kent, . | 

Gan, Edmondthe mightic Prince of Lancaſter, | 
That hath more earledomes then anafſe can beare,- ., 


With 
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With Gzie of Warwick that regoubred knight, 
Are gone towards Lambeth, there let them remaine, _ 
Enter Nobles, | Exennt, 

Lan, Here is the forme of Gazeſtons exile: 

May it plcaſe your Lordſhip to ſubſcribe your name, 
Zi, Gine me the paper, 
Lan. Quicke quicke my Lord, 

Tiong to write my name, 

Var. Bur | long moreto ſec him baniſht hence. 

Ator. in, The name of Mortimer ſhall fright the king, 
Valeſle he be declinde from that baſe pelant. 
Euter the King and Gautſton. 
Fdw, What ? are you mou'd that Gameſton (its heere £ 
It is our pleaſure, we will have it ſo, G 
Lan, Your grace doth wellto place him by your fide, 
For no where elſe the newe earle is ſo ſafe. 

Mor. ſe. What man ofnoble birth can brooke this ſight? 
Duam male connentunt : = 
See what a ſcornfull looke the peſant caſts. 

Penh, Can kingly Lions fawne oncreeping Arits ? 
War, Ignoble vaſſaile that like Phaeton, 
Aſpir'tt voto the guidance of the ſunne, 
Mor, is, Their downfall is athand, their forces downe, 
We will not thus be facd and ouerpeerd. 
» FEaw,Lay hands on that traitour Mortimer, 
Aer, ſe. Lay hands on that traitor Ganeſtsr, 
Kent, Is this the dutie that you owe your king ? 
War, We know ourduties, let him know his peeres. 
Faw, Whether will you bcare him, Gay or ye ſhall die, 
Mor, fe. We are no traitors, therefore threaten nor. 
Gan. No, threaten not my Lord, but pay them home, 
Were aking. 346 
Afr. in, Thouvillaine, wherefore talkes thou of a king, 
That hardly art a gentleman by birch ? ; 
Edw. Were hea pelant, being my minion, 
Ile make the proudeſt of you 7 eds ro him, 
Lan. My Lord you may not thus diſparage vs. 
A way TI ſay with natefull Gazeſton. ; 4 
Afor. ſe, And with the earle of Kext that fauours him 
: B2 -E aw. 


+I: 
Eaw, Nay, then lay violent hands vpon your King, 
Here ?fortimer, fit thou in Edwards throne, 
Warwic:e and Laucaſter, weare you my crowne, 
W3s cucr King thus ouerrulde as I? 
L4n.Learnethen to rule vs better and the realine, 
Afor in; What we haue done, 
1 our heart blood ſhall maintaine, 
| War. Thinke you that we can brooke this vpſiart pride ? 
| Edw, Anger and wrathfull furie ſtops my ſpeech, 
Biſh. Why are you meu'd be patient my Lord, 
And fee what we your Councellers haue done, 
Mor. in, My Lordcs, nowlet vs all be reſolute, 
Andeytker haue our wils, or loolc our liues, 
Eaw. Meete you for this, proud ouerdaring peeres, 
Ere my {weete Gaweſton thall part from me, 
This ile ſhall fleete vpon the Ocean, 
| And wander to the vnfrequented Inde, 
|  Biſh, Youknow that I amlegateto the Pope, 
 On:your alleganceto the ſea of Rome, 
{| | | Subſcribe as we haue done to his exile : 
1 | | | CMer.in, Curichim, ifhe refuſe,and then may we 
| _ | Depoſe him andelcR an other King, 
Edw. 1 there it goes, but yet I will notyecld, 
Curſe me, depole me, doe the woilt you can. 
Lan, Then linger not my Lord but doit ſtraight, 
Bjſh. Remember how the Biſhop was abuſde, 
: Either baniſh him that was the cauſe thereof, 
= | OcT will preſently.diſcharge theſe Lords, 
q Of duety andalleageance due to thee, 
Edw. It bootes me not to threat, I muſt ſpeake faire, 
The Legate of the Pope will be obaid - 
My Lord, ye ſhalbe Chauncellor of the Realmeg 
Thou Lancaſter, high admiral} of our fleete, 
Yong Mortimer and his vncle ſhalbe Earles, 
; Andyou Lord Warwick, preſident of the North, - 
l And thou of Wales, if this content you nor, | 
8 | Make ſeverallkingdoimes of this Monarchy, 
' | Andſhare it equally among you all, 
it | Sol may hauc ſome nooke or corner lefr, 
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To frolike with iny deerelt Gamneſtone. ' 
Biſh. Nothing ſhall alter vs, we are refolu'd, 
Lan, Come come, ſubſcribe, | 
AZor. in, Why ſhould you loue him, 
whome the world hates ſo? 

Edw, Becauſe he loues me more then all the world: 
Ah none but rude and ſauage minded men, 
Would ſecke the ruine of my Gazeſfon, 
Youthat are noble borne ſhould pittie him. 


War, You that are Princely borne ſhould ſhake him off 


For ſhame ſubſcribe, and ler the lowne depart. 
Ator ſe. Vrge him my Lord. 
Biſh, Are you content to baniſh him the realme ? 
Edw. 1 (ce ] muſt, and therefore am content, 
In ſeede of Inke, ile write it with my teares, 
Afor, iu, The King is louesſicke for his minion. 
Eaw. Tis done, and now accurfed hand fall off, 
Lan, Giue it me, ile haue it publiſhed in the ftreetes, 
Mor, is, Ie ſee himpreſently diſpatched away. 
Biſh, Now is my heart at eaſe. | 
war, And ſois mine. 
Penb. This will be good newes to the common ſort. 
Mor. ſe. Be it orno, he ſhall not linger here. 
Exennt N obles, 
Eaw, Row faft they run to baniſh himT1loue, 
They would not ſtir, were it todo me goods © 
Why ſhoulda King be ſubieRro a prieſt? 
Proud Rome, that hatcheſt ſuch imperiall groomes, 
For theſe thy ſuperftious taperlights, | 
Wherewith thy Antichriſtian Churches blaze, - - 
Ne fire thy crazed buildings, and enforce! © 
The papall towers, to kifſethe Jowlye-gromid; ! 


With ſlughtcredprieſts may Tybe?r chihnelſwell,” = 
And bankesraiſd higherwith their ſepulchers+ 5 > 7 


As for the Peeres that backe the Cleargie thus, 
If I be King, not one-of themſhall live, © 


. Enter Gaveffan > OO ES 


Gaue. My LotdT heareic whiſpereteuery yi exe, 
That Iambaniſh'd, and mutt Higzhelapdi,t V 
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Ew, Tis true ſweete Gameſton, oh were it were it falie, 
The Legarte of the Pope will haue it-ſo, 

Andthou mult hence, or I ſhall be depoſ'd, 

Bur I will raigne to be reueng d of them, 
Andtherctoie {weete friend, take it patiently, 

Liue where thou wilt, ile {end thee gold enough, 

And lovg thou ſhalt not ſtay, or if thou dooit, 

le come to thee, my louc ſhall neate decline, 

Gaze, Is all my hope turnd to this hell of greete. 


_ Eaw.Rendnotmyhcart with thy roo pcircing words, 
Thou from this land, I trom my tfeife am baniſhe, 
Gaze, Togo from hence, grecues not poore Ganeſt 0:2, 


Butto forſake you, in whole gratious lookes, 
The blefſednes of Gaweſton remaines, 
Forno where elle {eckes he felicitic, | 


. Eaw. And onely this torments my wretched foule, 
That whether I will or nothou muſt depart : 


"Be gouernour of Ireland in my liead, 


And there abide till fortune call thee home, 
Here take my picture, andlet me weare thine, 
O) might I keepe thee heere, as I dothis, 
Happie were I, but now-moſt mifcrable. 
Gaxe, Tis ſomething to be piticd of aKing. 
Edw, Thou ſhalt nor hence, Ile hide thee Ganeſten, 


Gas. ] ſhall be found, and then twill gteeue me more, 
Eadw, Kinde words and mutuall ralke, makes our greeſe 


_ 


greater, vere m3 Mo bc 
Therefore:wirh dum imbracement-let ys part, 
ET Sal” j 
Stay Gazeſton1 cannot leaue thee thus, 


Gaze, For.cuery looke, my Lord drops downea teare, 


Seeing I muſt go, do not;renew my ſorrow, 
Eaw. The time is lice thatbhou haſt to ſtay, 
And thezefore give me-leavexolooke my fill, 
But come ſweet friend, ile beatethee on thy: way, 
Gaue, The Peeres will frowne. . | 
Ed. 1 paſle not fortheir avger, come lets go, 


. Emer Edmund and Qurene Tabrt;."  " 
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Edw,Fawne not on me French ſtrumpet,get thee gone, 
Ox, On whom bur on my huſband ſhould I fawne? 

aue. On Mortimer, with whom vngentle Queene, 

I ſay no more, iudge you the reft my Lord, | 

Qs. In ſaying this, thou wrongſt me Ganeſton, 

I!t not enough, that thou corrupts my Lord, | 

And art a bawd to his aftetions, 


\ But thou muft call mine honour thus in queſtion ? 


Gan, ] meane not fo, your'grace muſt pardon me, 
Eaw, Thou art too familiar with that 2J9rtimer, 


' And by thy mcanes is Gaweſton exilde, 
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Buc I would with thee reconcile the Lords, 

Or thou ſhalt nere be reconctld to me, | 
24. Your highnes knowes, itlies not in my power. 
Eaw, Away then, touch me not, come Ganeſtor. 

Qs, Villaine, tisthou that robſt me of my Lord. 
Gan, Madam, tis you that rob me of my Lord. 
Eaw, Speake not vnto her, let her droope and pine, 
Os, Wherein my Lord, haue I deſerv'dtheſe words ? 
Witneſſe the teares that //abe//aſheds, 


There weepe : for till my Gazeftor be repeald, 
Aſſure thy ſelfethou comftnot in my fight. - 

| Exennt Edward and Gaueſton; 

O04, O miſerable and diſtreſſed Queene, 

Would when I left ſweet France and was imbarkr, 
That chatming {irces walking on the waues, 
Had chaungd my ſhape, or that the marriage day, 
The cup of Hymer had beene fullofpoyſon, 
Or with thoſe armes that twind about my neck, 


Thadbeene ſtifled, and not lived to ſee, 
The King my Lord, thus to abandon me: 
Like frantick [90 will Thll the earth, - 
With gaſtly murmure of my fighes and cries 
For neuer doted [ore on Ganimed, 

So much as he on curſed Gare/fon, 

But that will more exaſperate his wrath, 
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I muſt entreathim, I muſt ſpeake him faire, 
And be a meanes to call home Ganeſtor : 
And yet heele cuer dotc on Ganeſtor, 

And ſoam TI forcuer miſerable, 

Emter the nobles to the Q ueene. 

Lanc. Looke where the ſiſter ofthe King of Fraunce, 

Sits wringing of her hands, and beats her bref}, 

Varw. The King I feare hath ill intreated hir, 
Tex, Hard is the heart that iniures ſuch a ſaint. 
CAor. in. ] know tis long of Ganeſten ſhe weepes. 
Xor, ſe, Why ? he is gone, 
Afor, tu, Madan, how fares your grace ? 
s, Ah Mortimer! now breaks the Kipgs hate forth, 

And he confeſleth thar he loues me nor. 

Mor. in, Cry quittance Madam then, and loue not him, 
Ox, Norather will Idie athouſand deaths, 

And yet Ilouc in vaine, heele nereloue me. 

Lan, Feare yenot Madame, now his minions gone, 

His wanton humor will be quickly left. 

Qs, Oh neuer Lancaſter! Iam inioynde, 

To ſue vnto you allfor his repeale : 

This wils my Lord, and this muſt Iperforme, 

Or clſe be baniſht from his highnes preſence, 

Lan, For his repeale, Madame, he comes notbacke, 

Vnleſle the ſea caſt vp his ſhipwrackt bodie. 
ar, Andto bchold ſo ſweete a fight as that, 

Theres none here, but would run his horſe to death. 
Mor. ia, But madam, would you haue ys calhim home? 

Du. 1 Mortimer, fortill he be reſtorde, 

The angry King hath baniſhr me the court : 

And therefore as thou loueſt and tendreſi me, 

Be thou my aduocate ynto theſe Peeres. - | 
Hor. What would you haue me plead for Ganeffon? 
Mor, fe. Plead for him that will, I am refglude, 

Lan, And ſo am Imy Lord, diſwade the Queene. 
Qs. O Lancaſter, let him diſwade the King, 
Fortis againſt my will he ſhould returne, 
ar. Then ſpeake nor for him, let the peaſant go. 
Qs. Tis for my ſcltc 1ſpeake, and not for him. 
Pen, 
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Pers, No ſpeaking will preuatle and therefore ceaſe, 
CMoer. in. Faire Queene fotbeareto angle for the fiſh, 
Which being caught, Rrikes him that takes it dead, 

I meane that vile Torpedo, Gazefton, | 
That now Ihope floates on the Iriſh ſeas, 

On. Sweete Mortimer, fit downe by me a while, 

And Iwill tellthee reaſons of fuch waight, 
As thou wilt ſoone ſubſcribe to his repeale, 
Aor. i, Itis impoſſible, but ſpeake your minde. 
Qs.Then thus, but none ſhall heare ir but our ſelves, 
Lan, My Lords albeir the Queene winne Afortimer, 
will you be reſolute and hold with me ? | 
Mor, [e, Not I againſtmy nephew, -- 
Pem. Feare not, the Queenes words cannotalter him, 
War. No, do butmarke howearneſily ſhepleads, 
Lan, And ſee how coldly his lookes make deniall, 
ar, She ſmiles, now for my life his minde is chang'd, 
Lan, lie rather looſe his friendſhip 1, ther graunt, 
Mor. in. Well of necellitie it muſt be ſo, 

My Lords that I abhor baſe Gameſtor, 

I hope your honors make no queſtion, | 

And therefore though I plead for his repeall, 

Tis not for his ſake, but for our availe: 

Nay for the realmes behoofe and for the Kings. 

Lan. Fie Mortimer, diſhonour notthy ſelfe,. | 

Can this be true,twas goed to baniſh him? --; 
And is this true, to call him home againe? | 
Such reaſons,make white blacke, and darke night day. 
Mort. in, My Lord of Lancaſter, marke the reſpect, 
Lan, In noreſpeR can contrariesbe true. 
ds. Yer good my Lord, heare-whathe can alledge. 
War, All that he ſpeakes is;njothing, we are reſolu'd, 
Ator. in. Do you not wiſh that Gaveſton were dead ? 
Pem. I would he were, " 
Merin, Why then iny Lord, giueme bur leaue to ſpeak, 
Mor. ſe, But nephew, do nor playthe ſophiſter. _ 
 Mfor. in. This which Fvrge is of a burving-zcale . 
To mend the King, and do our country good, ._ 
Know you not Ga#e/to# hath ftore.of Gold, | 
Wy: Cc Which 


| Which may in Ireland purchaſe h 
| And whereas he ſhall live and be belou'de, 
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im ſuch friends, 
As he will front the mightieſt of vs all, 


Tis hard for vs to worke his overthrow. 
War, Marke you but that my Lord of Lancaſter. 
Dor, in, But were he here, deteſted as he.is 

Hou eaſily might ſome baſe ſlaue be ſubornd, 

To greete his Lordſhipwith a poniard, 

Andnone ſo muchas blame the murther, 

But rather praiſe him for that braueatterypr. 

And in the Chronicle, enrowle his name, 

Fot purging of the realme of ſuch a plague, 
Penb, He faich true, < 
Eaxs.1, but how chance this was not done before & 
Moy-in, Beeaufe my'Lords, it was not thought vpon + 

Nay more, when he ſhall know ithesin ys, 

To baniſh him, and then to call him home, 

Twill make him vaile the topflag ofhispride, 

And feareto offend the meaneſt noble man. 
Mer. ſe, But how ithe do' nor Nephew? | 
Aor. iu. Then may we with ſome colour riſe inarmes, 

For howſocuer we haue borne it our, | | 

Tis treaſon to be vp againſt the King, 

So ſhall we haue the people on our fide, 

Which forhis fathers ſakeleane to the King, 

But cannot breo6ke anight growne muſhrump, 

Such a one as my Lord of Cornewall is, 

Sheuld beate vs downe of the nobilitie, 

And when the comfrrians and the nobles joyne, 

Tis not the King can buckler Gameſtos, 


 Wedte pull him from the firongeſt hold he hath, 


My Lords, ifro performethis' I be ſlacke, 


'Thinke me as baſe a groome as Gazefton, 


warw. And fo will Pexbroske and 1. 
Mor, ſe; And. © +2, 
Mor. this T countme hiphly:gratified, 
And Mortimer, willreft ar your commaund, 


Q. And when this fauour /abe{forgers, 


Lan. On that condition Lancaſter will grant, 


Then 
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Then let her liue abandond and forlorne, - . 
But ſee in happie time, my Lord the King, 
Hauing brought the Ezrle of Cornewall on his way, 
Is news returnd, this newes will glad him much, 
Yetnotſo much as me, ] loue him more 

Then he can Gazeſton, would he lou'd me 

But halfe ſo much, then were Itreble bleſt, - 


Enter King Eward mourning ? 
Edw, Hees gone, and for his abſence thus i mourne, 
Did neuer ſorrow go ſo neere my heart, 
As doth the want of my ſweete Ganeſton, 
And could my crownes reuenew bring him backe, 
I would freclie giue it to his enemies, . 
And thinke I gaind, hauing boughtſo deare a friend. 
Qs, Harke how he harps vpon his minion, 
Eaw, My heartis as an anuil vnto ſorrow, 
Which beats vpon it ke the Cyclops hammers, 
And with the noiſc turnes vp my giddie braine, 
And makes me franticke for my Gaweſton: 
Ah had ſome bloudleſlſe fury roſe from hell, 
And with my Kinglie ſcepter ſtroke me dead, 
WhenlT was forſtto leaue my Gameſtor, 
Lan. Diablo, what paſſions call youtheſe. 
©sx, My gratious Lord, I come to bring you newes, 
Edw, That you haue parled with your CMortimer, 
Qs. That Gareſton my Lord ſhalbe repeald. 
Edw, Repeald, the newes is to ſweete to be true, 
Qs. But will you loue me, if youfind it ſo, 
Eaw, Ifit be FA what will not Edward do ? 
Qs, For Ganeſton, butnor for [ſabell. : 
Edw, Fortheefaire Queene, if thou loueſt Ganeſtox, / 
Ile hang a golden tongue about my necke, 
| Seeing thou haſt pleaded with ſo good ſucceſle. 
Qsx.No otheriewels hang about my necke 
Then theſe my Lord, nor let me haue more wealth, 
Then I may fetch fromthis rirch treaſurie ; - 
O how a kiſle reuiues poore 1ſabeh. 
Edw. Once more receive my hand, and let this be, 
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| Aﬀecond mariage twixtthy ſelfe aid me, 
| Ou, And may it prooue more happie then the firſt, 
| My gentle Lord, Beſpeake thele nobles faire, 
That waite atrendance fora gratiouslooke, 
And on their knees ſalute yourmaietty. 
Eaw,Couregious Lancaſter, imbrace thy King, 
And as grofle has Vane periſh by the tunne, 
|; Euen ſolet hatred with thy loueraignes imile, 
Live thou with me as my companion, V 
Lan, Fhis {alutation ouerioyesmy heart. | = 
Eaw, Warwicke, ſhalbemy chieteſt counſeller : 
| Theſe iiluer haires will more adorne my court, 
Then gaudie filkes, or rich imbrotherie, 
Chide me ſiweete Warwicke,if I go aſtray. 
War, Slay me:my -Lorg, when:I offend your grace. 
Edv.1n ſollemne triumphes, andin publicke { lhowes, 
q Pembrookg ſhall beare the 1word beforcthe King. 
; Pen. And with this ſword, Pemzbrooke will fight for you. 
Faw, But wherefore walkes young Mortimer aide ? 
Be thou commander of car rayall fleere,:. 
Or if that loftie, office ike thee not,;''. >: 
I make thee here Lord-Marſhall of the realme, 
| Adeor,in, My Lord, Ne Marſhall all your enemies, 
As England ſhalbe:quier, and you ſafe, 
| Eqw. Andasfor you, Loxd Martirzcr of Chirke, 
| Whole great atchinements it our forraine warre 
{nt Deſerues no.common place, not meane reward : 
ot | Be youthe Generalbof the leuied trooprs, 
| | That now are ready to affaile the Scots. +. 
Mor. ſe, 1n this. yout grace hath highty honoured me, 
For with my nature watrte doth beſt agree, T Bi 
Qs, Naw'is:theKirnigofEnglandrich-and Rrong | Sl 
Having the loue ofhis renowned Pceres. | | A 
Edw. 1 Iſabel, nete was my heart lolight, _ V 
Clarke of che crowne, dire our warrant forth, H 
For Ganeſten to Ireland: Beamontflye -' | Al 
as ſalt as /rzs, or Teuey Mercure. | 
Beam, itſhalbe done my. gratious Lord. 
Eaw. Lord Mortimer We Ficauc yours your uy : 
Ow 
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Now let vs in, and feall it royallie - 
Aoainſt our friend the Earle of Cornewall comes, 
Weele haue a generall tilt and turnament,. | 
And then his mariage ſhalbe ſolemnizd, 
For wote you not that I haue made him ſure 
Vnro our Cofin, the Earle of Gloſters heire, 
La, Suchnewes wee heare my Lord. 
Eaw. That day, ifnot forhim, yet for my ſake, 
Who in triumph will be chajenger, | 
Spare for no colt, we will requite your lone, 
War. In this, or ought your highnes ſhall command vs, 
Eaw, Thankes gentle Warwick, come lets 1n and revel}, 
Manet Mortimers, E xeunt, 
Mor. ſe. Nephue, I muſt to Scotland, thou ſtaielt here, 
Leaue now to oppoſe thy ſelfe againſt the King, 
Thou ſect by nature he is milde and calme, 
And ſecing his minde fo dotes on Gaweſtor, 
Let him without controlementhaue his will, 
The mightieft Kings haue had their minions, 
Great Alexander loued Fpheſtion, 
The conquering,Heder, tor H:laswept, 
| And for Patroclxs ſerne Achillis droopt : 
And not Kings onely, but the wiſeſt men, 
The Romaine Twllie loued Oftanum, 
Graue Socrates, wilde Alcibiades -- 
Then Jet, his. gtace, whoſe youth is flexible,. 
And promiſeth as much as we can wifh, 
F:eely enjoy tnat vaine light-headed Earle, 
For riper yeares will weane him from ſuch toyes. 
or. in, Yucle, his wanton humor greeues not meg. 
But this I ſcorve, that one ſo baſelyborne 
Should by hisſoueraighes tauour grow ſo-pert, 
And riote it with thetreaſure of the realme, 
While ſouldiers mutinie for want of pay. 
He weares a Lords reuenew on his backe, = 
7 And Maas like he jets it in the court, 
| With baſe gyrtlandiſh ctillons at his heeles; 
Whoſe proud fantafticke liueries make ſuch fbowe, 
As if that Proteus God of ſhapes appearde, 
| C3 | I haue 
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I haue notſcene a dapper iacke fo briske, : 
He weares a ſ{bor: Italian hooded cloake, 
Larded with pearle, and in his tuſcan cap 
Aiewell of more value then the crowne, x 
Whiles others walke below, the King and he 
From out a window, laugh at ſuch as we, 
And floute our traine, and ieſt at our Atire - 
V ncle, tis this that makes me impatient, 

Mor, ſe, But nephew, now you ſee the King is changd, 

Aor.in, Then ſo am I, and liue to doe him ſeruice, 
But whiles I haue a ſword, a hand, a heart, 
Iwill not yeeld to any ſuch vpſtarr. 
You know wy minde, come vncle lets away. 

| Exeunt. 

Enter Spencer and Balducke, (dead 
| Bald, Spencer, ſeeing that our Lord th'earle of Gloſters 
bo | Whichot the nobles doelt thou meaneto ſerue ? 

Hd Spen, NotMortimer, nor any of his fide, 
Becauſe the King and he are enemies, ' 
Balducke : learne rhis of me, a factious Lord 
Y | | Shall hardly do himſelfe good, much lefle vs, 
| |  Buthethat haththe fauourofa King, 


May with one word, aduance vs while we liue : 
The liberall Earle of Cornewall is the man, £ 
On whoſe good fortune Spencers hope depends. 
Bad, What, meane you then to be his follower ? 
i Spen, No, his companion, for he loues me well. 
| | And would haue oncepreferd me tothe King. 
Bald, But he is baniſhr, theres ſmall hope ofhim, 
| Spen. I for a while, but Balaxcke marke the end, 
| | A friendof mine told me in ſecrecie, 
That hees repeald, and ſent for backe againe, 
And cuen now, a poaſt came from the court, 
With letters to our Ladie from the King, 
And as ſheread, ſhe ſmilde, which makes me thinke, 
It is about her Louer Gazeftos. 
Bald, Tis like enough, for ſince he was exilde, 
She neither walkes abroad, nor comes in ſight - 


But Thadthought the match had beene broke off, 
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And thac his baniſhmenthad chang d her minde. 
Spen, Our Ladies firſt loue is not waucring, 
My life for thine ſhe will haue Gazeſtor, 
Bald. Then hope I by her meanes to be preferd, 
Hauing:read vnto her (ince ſhg was a childe, | 
Sper, Then Baldxcke, you mult caſt the ſcheller off, 
And learne to court it like a Gentleman, 
Tis not a blacke coate and alittle band, 
A Veluet cap'd cloake, fac'(t before with Serge, 
And ſmelling to a Noſegay all the day. 
| Orholding of a Napkin in your hand, 
Or ſaying along grace at a tables end, 
| Or making lowe legs to a noble man, 
Or looking downeward, with your eye lids cloſe, 
And ſaying, truely ant may pleaſe your honour, 
Can get you any fauour with great men, 
You muſt be proud, bolde, pleaſant, reſolute, 
And now and then ſtab, as occaſion ſerues, 
Bald, Spencer thou knowelt I hate ſuch toyes, 
And vſe them but of meere hypocrihe, 
Mine old Lord whiles heliude, was ſo preciſe, 
That he would take exceptions at my buttons, 
And being like pins heads, blame me for the bignefle, 
Which made me curate-like in mine attire, 
Though inwardly licentious enough, 
And apt for any kinde of yillanie, 
] am none of theſe common pedants 1, 
That cannot ſpeake without proprerea quod, 
Sper. But one of thoſe that ſaith guandoquiders, 
And hath a ſpeciall gift to forme a vyerbe. 
Bala. Leaue of this ieſting, here my Ladie comes 
Enter the Ladie, 
Ladie, The greefe for his exile was not ſo much, 
As is the ioy of his returning home, | 
{ This letter came from my ſweete Gaxeftor, 
 Whatneedſtthouloue, thus to excuſe thy ſelfe ? 
I know thou couldſt not comeand viſitme, 
I will notlong be from thee though I die- 
This argues the intireloue of my | coi 
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When forfake thee, death ſeaze on my heatt, 

Pur ſtay thee here where Ganeſion ſhall ſleepe. 

Now to the Letter of my Lard the King, 

He wils me to repaire vnto the Courr, 

And mecte my Gaueſton : wy do I iay, 

Sceing that he talkes thus of my mariage day? 

Whole there, Paldncke? 

Se that my coach be readic, Imuſt hence, 
Bald, Itſhall be done Madan, ' Exit, 
Lad, And meete me at the parke pale preſentlie : 


* 


Spencer, ſtay you and beare me companie, '+ | 


For I haue joyfull newes to tell thee of, 

My Lord of Cornewall is a comming ouer, 

And will be at the court as ſoone as we. 
Sper, I knew the King would haue him home againe, 
Lad. If all things ſort out,as Ihope they will, 

Thy ſeruice Spencer ſhalbe thought vpon. 
Spen, Thumbly thanke your Ladiſhip. 
Lad. Come leade the way, Ilong till I am there, 

Enter Edward, the Queene, Lancaſter, Mortimer, 
Warwicke, Pembrooke, Kent, attendantes. 

Edw, The winde is good, I wonder why he ſtayes, 

I feare mc he is wrackt vpon the ſea. | 
2s. Looke Lancaſter how paſſronatehe is, 

And Rillhis minde runs on his minion, 
Lan, My Lord. Eh z 
Edw. How now, what newes, is Ganeſten arriude ? 

Morin, Nothing but Gareſtor, what means your grace? 

You haue matters of more waight to think ypon, 

The King of France ſets foote in Normandie, 
Eaw. Atiifle, weele expell him when wepleaſe : 

But tell me Mortimer, whats thy deuife, 

Againſtthe ſtately triumph 'we decreed ? TY 
Afor. A homely one my Lord, not worth thetelling: 
Eaw. Prey thee let me know it. 
Aer, in, But ſecing you are ſo defirous, thus it is : 

A loftie Cedartree faire flouriſhing, | 


. On whoſe top-branches kingly Eagles pearch, 41 1 


And by the barke acanker creepes me'yp, :.., 
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And gets yntothe higheſt bough ofall, 
The motto :e/£que tandem. | 

, Edw, And what is yours my Lord of Lancaſter ? 

Lan, My Lord, mines more obſcure thea Mortimer, 

Plinie reports, there is a flying Fiſh, 
Which all the other fiſhes deadly hate, | 
And therefore being purſued, it takes the ayre ; 
No ſooneris it vp, but thers a fowle, 


{ Thar ſeaſeth it : this fiſhy Lord I beare, 


© The motto this: Yudique mors eff, 


Edw. Proud Mortimer, vngentle Lancaſter, 


© Ts this the Joue you beare your ſoucraigne? 
© Ts this the fruit your reconcilement beares ? 
* Canyouin words make ſhowe of amitic, 


And inyour ſhiclds diſplay your rancorous mindes ? 
What call you this bur priuace libelliog, | 
Againſt the Eatle of Cornewall and my brother ? 
. Sweete husband be content, they all loue you, 

Edw. They louec me not that hate my Ganeſtov, 
I am that Cedar, ſhake me not to much, | 
And youthe Eagles, ſore ye nere ſo high, 
T haue the greſles that will pull you downey 
And e/£qze tandem ſhall that canker crie, 
Vatotheprondeſt Peere of Britanie : 
Though thou compar't him to a flying Fiſh, 
And threatneſt death whether he riſe or fall, 
Tis notthe hugeſt monſter ofthe ſea, 
Nor fowleſt Harpie that ſhall ſwallow him, 

Afor. is. If in his abſence thus he fauours him, 
What will he doe when as he ſhall be preſent ? 


Lan. That ſhall we ſce, looke where his Lordſhip coms; 
(thy friend, 
Edw. My Ganeſton, welcome to Tinmonth, welcometo 


Enter Ganeſton. 


Thy abſence made me droope, and pinc away, 
For as the Louers of faire Danae, 
When ſhe was lockt vp ina braſen Tower, 
Deſirde her more, and waxt outragious, 
So did it ſure with me - and now thy ſight 
Is ſweeter farre, then was thy parting hence, 
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Bitter and ſome to my ſobbing heart. 


Gas. Sweet Lord and King, your ſpeech preufteth mine 


Yethaue T wordes left to expreſſe my ioy : 
Toe ſheepheard nipt with biting winters rage, 
Frolicks not mere to lee the painted ſpring, 
Then I doe to behold your | Maicliic, 
Eaw, Will none of you falure my Ganeffon ? 
Lan, Salute him ? yes welcome Lord Chamberlaine, 
Mor. ir, Welcome isthe good Earle of Cornwall. 
War, Welcome Lord goucrnour of tae Ne of man. 
Per, Welcome maiſter lecretarie, 
Ez, Brother do you heare them ? 
Eqdw, Sill will theſe Earles and Barons vic me thus? 
Ga#, My Lord 1 cannot brooketheſe injuries, 
© ze. Ave me poore ſoule when theſe begin to iarre, 
Eaw, Returnc it to their throates, le be thy warrant, 
Gar. Bale Leaden Earles that glory in your birth, 
Goc fit at home and cate your tenants beete : 
and come not here to ſcoffte atGaueſton, 
Whoſe mounting thoughts did never creepe ſo low, 
as to beſtow a looke on Juch a3 you. 
Lan, Yer ditdaine not to doe this for you, 


Eaw, Treaſon, treaſon : whers the traitor? (der him. 
Pen, Here ere King contey hence Gaxeſio, tharl mur- 


Gaze, Thc life of thee ſhall ſalue tis foule diſgrace. 
Cory. Villaine thy lite, vnleſle I mifle mine aime. 
Owe, Ah furious Mortimer what haſtthou done ? 


Mor. No more then I would an{were were he laine. * 
Eay, Yes more then thou canft anſwer though he live, 


Deare ſball you both abide this riorous deede : 
Qurt of my preſence, come not neare the court, 
' Mor. in, lie not be barde the court fur Caneftor, 
Laz. Weele hale him by the cares vnto the blocke, 
Edw, Looke to your owne heads, his is ſure enough, 


war. Looketo your owne crowne, if you back hin thus, 
Edm,Warwicke, theſe words do ill beſeeme thy years, 


Edw, Nay all of them conſpire to croſle me thus, 
Bur if I live, Ile tread vpon their heads, 
That thinke with high lookes thus co tread me downe, 


Come 
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Come Edmond lers away, and leuie men, 
Tis warre that muſt abatetheſe Barons pride, 
Exit the King. 
77ar. Lets to our caſtles, for the King is moou'de. 
Mor, in, Moou'de may he be, and periſh in his wrath. 
Lai, Cofin it is no dealing with him now, 
He meanes to make vs ſtoope by force of armes, 
and therefore let vs ioyntly heere proteſt, 


' Toprolecute that Gareſtuw to the death. 


Mor. in, By heauen the abieR villaine ſhall not liue, 
ir, lie baue his blood, or divin ſeeking 1t, 
Pex, The like oath Pembrooke takes. © 
Lan. And io doth Lancaſter : 
Now ſend our Heralds to dehie the King, 
and make rhe people ſweare to put him downe, 
Enter a Poaſl, | 
Hor, in. Letters from whsnce ? 
Heſſen. From Scotland my Lord. 
Lan. \Nhy how now cofin, how fares all our friendes ? 
Ator. in. My vnckles taken priſoner by the Scots. 
Lan, Weele haue him ranſomd man, be of good cheere, 
Mor. in. They rate his ranſome art five thouſand pound, 
Who ſhould defray the money bur the King, 
Sceing he is taken priſoner in his warres ? 
Ieto the King, RE 
Lan,Doe colin, and Ile beare thee companie, 
War. Meane time my Lord of Pembrocke and my ſelfe, 
Will to New-caſtel] heere, and gather head. 
Wor, in, About it then, and we will follow you, 
Lan.Be reiolute and full of ſecrecy. 
F4r.l1wariant you. 
Mer.,in, Cohn, and if he will not ranſome him, 
Vic thunde: fuch a peale into his cares, 
as never ſubieftdidynto his King, 
Lan. Conrtenr, Ile beare my part, holla who#e there ? 
Aor.i. 1 marrie, ſuch a gaide as this doth cul, 
Lan. Lead on the way, 
Grard. Whither will your Lordſhips © 
Hor, ia. Whither elſe but to the King. 
D 2 Guard, 
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Guard, His highnes is difpoſde to be alone. 
Lan, Why, ſo he may, but we will ſpeake to him, 
Cuxrd. You may not in my Lord, | 
Mor, in, May we not, 
Edw, H ow now, what noiſe is this ? 
Who haue we there, iſt you ? | 
Mor, Nay, tay my Lord, I come to bring you newes, 
Mine vncles taken priſoner by the Scots, 
Eaw, Thenranſome him, 
Lan, Twas in your wars, you ſhould ranſome him? 
Mer, iu, And you ſhall ranſome him, or elſe ? 
Edam, What Mortimer, you will not threaten him ? 
Edw, Quiet your ſelfe, you ſhall haue the broad ſcale, 
To gather forhim throughout the realme. 
Lan, Your minion Gaweſton, hath taught you this. 
Mor, tin, My Lord, the familie of the Mertimers 
Arc not ſopoore, but would they {ell their Land, 
Twoul'd icuie men enough to anger you, 
Weneuer beg, but vſc ſuch praiers as theſe, 
Faw. Shall I ſtill be haunted thus ? 
Mor. Nay, now you are heere alone, Ile ſpeak my mind, 
. Lan, Andſo will I, and then my Lord farewell, 
Mer. The idle Triumphes, Maskes, laſciuious ſhowes 
And prodigall giftes beftowed on Gazeſton, 
Haue drawne thy treaſurie drie, and made thee weake, 
The murmuring commons ouverſtretched hath, 
Lan, Looke forrebellion, Looke to be depoſde, 
Thy garifons are beaten our of France, 
And lame, and poore, Lye groning at the gates, 
The wilde G»eyle, withſwarmes of Iriſh Kernes, 
Lives vncontroulde within the Engliſhpale, 
Vato the walles of Yorke the Scors made rode, 
And ynreſfiſted, draue away rich ſpoiles. 
Mor, in, The hautie Dave commaunds the narrow ſeas, 
While in the harbor ride thy ſhips vnrigd, 
Lan, What forraine Prince ſends thee embaſſadors. 
Hor, Wholoues thee ? but a ſort of flatterers, 
Lay. Thy gentle Queene, ſole ſiſter to Valoys, 
Complaines, that thou haſt left her all forlorne, 
Nor, 
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for, Thy court is naked, being berefr o! tne, 
armakes a King ſceme glorious iorhe wortd, 

4 meane the Pecres, whomthou thouldſt dearly loue - 

44 bels are caſt againſt thee in the ſtreete, 

Ballads and rimes, made of thy ouerthrow. 

Canc, The Northren borderers ſceing their houſes burnt 
Their wiues and Children flaine, run vp and downe 
Eurſing the name of thee and Gaxeſton, 

Mor. When wert thou in the field with banner ſpread ? 
Bur once, and then thy ſouldiers marcht like players, 
With gariſh robes, not armor; and thy felfe 
6edaubd with Gold ,rode laughing atthe reſt, 
Nodding and ſhaking ofthy es. creſt, 

Where womens fauours hung like labels downe. 

Lax. And therefore came it, that the flecring Scots, 
ſo Englands high diſgrace, haue made this Iigge, 
Maids of England, ſore may you moorne, 

For your Lemmons youhane loſt, at Bannocks borne, 
With a heaue and a ho, 

What weeneth the King of England, 

Soſoone to haue wonne Scotland; 

With a rombelow, 

Mor. Wigmore ſhall flye, to ſet my vncle free, (more, 

Lan. And when tis gone, our ſwords, ſhalt purchaſe 
If ye be moou'd reuenge it as you can, ( Nobles- 
Lookenextto ſee vs with our enſignes ſpred, Exenns 

Eaw, My ſwelling heart for yery angerbreakes, 

How oft haue 1 beene baited by theele Peeres ? 

And dare not bereuengde, for their power is great : 
Yet, ſhall the crowing of theſe cockerels, 

Afﬀright a Lyon? Edward, vnfold thy pawes: 

Andlet their liues blood flake thy furies hunger: - 

IfI be cruell and growe tyrannous; 

Now let them thanke themſclues, and rue too late, 

Kent. My Lord, I ſec your loue to Ganeſton 
Will be the ruine of therealme and you, 

For now the wrathfull nobles threaten warres, 
And therefore brother baniſh him forecuer. . 
Edw, Artthou an encmic to my Ganeſton ? 


D 3 Kent, 
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Kent. 1, and it grieues me that Ifauoured him, 
Edw. Traitor be gone, whine thou with 24or1izzer, 
Kent. So will I, rather then with Ganeſtor, 

Zaw, Our of my fight, and trouble me no more. 

| Kent, No marvell though thou {corne thy noble peers 

| When kthy brother 2m reiccted thus, Exit, 


1 | Dowhatthey can, weele live in Tizmorth here, 
| | and ſoI walke with him about the walles, 
b | What care Ithouyh the Earles begirtys round, 


'| Heere comes ſhe thats caule of all theſe jarres, 
Enter the Queene, Ladies 3, Baldiick, 
and. Spencer, 
Qs, My Lord tis thought, the Earles are vp in armes, 
Edw,1, and ris likewiſe thought you fauor him, 
04. Thus do you ſtill ſuſpect me without cauſe, 
Gar, My Lord, diſemble.with her, ſpeake her faite, 
Ew. Pareon me fweere, I forgot my lelfe, 
2s, Your pardon is quickly got of /ſabell, » 
|  Eaw, Theyonger Mortimer is growne fo braue, 
| That to my face he threatens ciuill warres, 
Gau,\VWiy do you not commit him to the Tower ? 
Edw,T dare nor, for the people louc him well. 
Game, Why then weele hane him priuily made away, 
Edw, Wouid Lancaſter and he had both carrouſt 
8 a bowle of poyſ{on to each others health : | 
vY | | Butlerthem go, and cell me what are theſe. 
i" La. Two ot my fathers ſeruants whilit he liu'de, 
Mai't pleaſe yeur grace to ent=rtaine chem now. 
Eaw.Tell me, where wait thou vorne? 
Whar is thine arines ? - 
Bala, My name 1s 'Baldxck and my gentry 
0 I ferch from Oxtord, not from Heraldry. 
oh * © | Eaw. The fitteratt thou Baldnck for my turne, 
| | Waite on me, and {le 1: e chou ſhiult not want, 
Bald 1 humbly taanke your marentie. 
Edaw, Knowelt thuu in Ganeſton ? 


> 


Edw,Away poore Gawe/t or, that haſt no friend but me, 


| La. Swecte vncle ſpeake more kindly to the queene, ' 


Ganeſt, I my Lord, hus name is Spencerhe is wel alied, 
For 
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For my ſakelet him waite vypon your grace, 
Scarce {hall you finde a man of more defart. 
Eaw, Then Spencer waite vpon me for his ſake, 
Ile grace thee with a higher ſtile ere long, 
| Sper. No greater titles happen'vnto'me, 
Thento be Fuoured of your Maicſtie. 
Edw,Cofin, this day, ſhalbe your marriage feaſt, 
And Garneſton, thinke that Ilouethee well, 
To wed thee to ourneece, the onely heire- 
Vnto the Earle of Gloſter late deceaſed, 
Gane, I know my Lord, many will tomacke me, - 
But I repe&neither their loue nor hate, 
Edw. The t1cad-ſ{trong Barons ſhall not limit me, 
| Hetharllifrofauour ſhall be oreat - 
Come lets away, and when thei mariage'ends, 
Haue at the rebels, and their complices. 
| : Exenunt omnes, 


Enter Lancaſier, Mortimer Warwick, 
| Pembrooke, "my | ; 
Kent, My Loids: ofloue to this our nativeland,' 

} TIcometo joyne w ith you and leaue the King, 
* Andin your quarrell and the realmes behoofe, 
| Willbetheftrſt that ſhall aduenturelife. 
: Lan.1 feare me you arent of pollicie, 
> Tovnderminevs witha ſhowe of loue. 
FI W:rw.He is your brother, therefore have we cauſe 
; To cait the worſt, and doubt of your reuolt, 
|. Edm. Mine honour ſhalbe hoſtage of wy truth, 
* Jfthar will nor ſuffice, farewell my Lords. _ ; 
Mor, in. Stay Fdmond, never was Plafitagenet' tt 
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\ | Falſe ofhis word, and therefore trult we thee. '*, 
Pen, But whats thc reaſon you \hould leaue him ne 
Kent, Thauc enformd the Earle of Lancaſter. 
; Lan, Anditlufficeth : now my Lords know this, 


That Gazeſton 15 ſecretly artiu'de, © . | 
And here in Tiz?moth frolickes w ith the Wins" 

Letys with theſe our tollowers ſcate the W ales, * 
And ſodainly ſurprize thernvnawatres, © i 
D4 Mor, *in [8 


Afor, in. le give the onſer, 
War, And Ile follow thee. 
Mor. is. This tottered enſigne of my aunceſtors, 

which ſwept the deſartſhore of that dead ſea, 

Whereof we got the name of Aorgimer, 

WillIaduancevpon this caſtell wafſles, 

Drums ſtrike alarum, raiſe them from their ſport, 

And ring aloude the knell of Ganeſton. 

Le». None be ſo hardy as touch the King, 
Bur neither ſpare you Gameſtor, nor his friends, 
| wy Exeun. 
Enter the King and Spencer, to thew 
Ganueſton, &c, 

Eaw,O tell me Spencer where is Gaueſton ? 
Sper. 1 feare me he is ſlaine my gratious Lord, | 
Edw. No, here he comes, now let them ſpoile and kill 

Flic, flie, my Lords, the Earles haue gotthe holde, 

Take ſhipping and away to Scarborough, 

Spencer and I will poſt away by Land. 

Gaxe, O ſtay my Lord, they will not iniure you, 

Eaw. I will not truſt them, Ganeſton away. 

Gaze, Farewell my Lord. 

E aw. Ladie, farewell. | 

La. Farewell ſweete vnele till we meete againe, 

Edw, Farewell ſweete Ganeſton,and farewell Neece, 
#. No farewell to poore 1ſ/abell, thy Queene ? 

Eaw. Yes yes, for Mortimer your Louers ſake, 

Exeunt omnes, manet Iſabella, | 

Qs. Heauens can witnefle, Iloue none but you, 

From my imbracements thus he breakes away, 

O that mine armes could cloſe this Ile abour, 

Thar I might pull him to me where I would, 

Or that theſe tesres that drifſell from mine eyes, * 

Had power to molifie his ſtony heart, 


That when I had him we might never part, 


Enter the Barrons alarums. 
Lar,T wonderhow he ſcapr, 
CIer. im, Whoſe this, the Queene ? 
Qs, I Mortimer, the miſerable Queene, 
Whoſe 
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Whoſe pining heart her inward ſighes haue blaſted, 
And body with continuall moorning wafted : © 2h 
Theſe hands are tir'd, with hailing of my Lord $71] 
From Gareſton, from wicked Ganeſtor, eu 
' Andall in vaine, for when Iſpcake him faire, js 
' Heturnes away, and ſmiles vpon his minion, oh 
Hor, in, Ceaſe to lament, and tell ys wheres the King ? Ls. 
Qx. What would you with the King,iſt himyouſceke ? 10 
Lan. No Madam, but that curſed Ganefton, 
: Farrebe it from the thought of Larcafer, 
= To offer violence to his Serta 
' We would butrid the realme of Gaueſfovy, . * 
Tell vs where he remaines, and he ſhall die, 
 Q«.Hees gane by water vnto Scarborough, 
> Purſue him quickly, andhe cannorſcape, 
* The King hath left him, and his traine is ſmall. 

Far, Forſlow no time, ſweete Lancaſterlets march. 
| Mor, How comes it, thatthe King and he is parted £ | 
| Ds. Thatthis yourarmie going ſeuerall waicy, 4 
:; Mightbe of leſſer force, and with the power LON 
} That he intendeth preſentlic toraiſe, Wie 
Be eafily ſuppreſ :and therefore be gone, ; Wa 

Mor, Here in the Riuer rides a Flemiſh hoie, f 
Lets all aboord, and follow him amaine. 144+: | 
Lan. The wind that bears himhence, will fill our ſails, | ; 

; 

{ 


cavernanyy 
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Come, come aboord, tis but an houresfailing, - - | 128 
Mor, Madamſtay you within this Caſtell here. fs, 
Q#, No IHMortimer, Ile to my Lord the King, | | 

Cor, Nay, ratherfaile with ys to Scarborough. | 
Ox, You know the King is ſo ſuſpitious, | 

: Asifheheare, Ihaue but talkt with yous | 

> Mine honour will be cald in queſtion, 

: Andtherefore gentle Mortimer be gone, 

: Mor Madam, I cannotitay ro anſ{were you, 

; Butthinke of Mortimer as he deſerves. 

| Qx.Sowellhaſt thou deſeru'd ſweere Mortimer, 

' As [ſabell could liue with thee for ever, _ =y 

In vaineT looke for lone at Edwards hand, \pY 

Whoſe eyes arc fixton none buc —_— : A 
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Yet once more lle jinportune him with prayer, 

Tfhe be ffrange and not regard my wordes, 

It My tonne and Iw ill ouer into France, 

T8 'And tothe King my brother there complaine, 

[ How Ganeſton hathrob'd me of his loue : 

| But yet Ihope my-forrowes will haue end, | 

And Gazeſten this bleſied day be flaine. Execunt, 

i] EnterGaneſton, purſued, | 

i | Gane. Yet luſtie:Lovrds lhave clcapt your hands, 

| Your threats, your Lyarams, and yout hotepurſutes,z | 

- UK And though deuorſcd from King Eawards eyCs, © 

| Yer liveth. mon of Ganeſton vnſurprizd, 4 

Breathing, in hope ( walgraao al your beards, £ 

That multer rebels thus againft your King ) { 

To ſce his royall ſoueraigne offte againe, -þ 
.''-- Enter the Nobles. - | : || 

Var. V pon him fouldiers, take away his weapons, _—_ 
; AMorow, Thou proud: difturber of thy countryes peace, | 
[3 | Corrupter of thy King, « caufe of theſe broiles, p 
* Baſe flatterer, yeeld, and were itnot for ſhame, - : 
Shame and diſhonour coz fouldiers name, - © » f 
Vpon my weapousponnrl lier e fliouldit chou fall, 
And welter intby goare.: 

Lan, Monſter of men; that like the Greekiſh ftrumpet | 
Traindeco-armes and bloody pane, | | 
| So many valiant Knighrs;: ce DT EAne + HA 
> Looke far no other fortune ho dot henth; wo 

' 
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King Eawardis not heere'to buckler thee; 

War, Lancaſter, why calkftrhou: rothe ſlaue ? 
Go {ouldiers take him-hence; 
For by my ſword, kishead-fliall off :- | 
Gazeſton, ſhort warning ſhall lerue chy turhe: | 
It is our countries cavufe, - 2 
Thar necre ſeuerely we: will execute 


Vpon thy perſon : : hang himata a bough?: 


*} * \ | 
RL 46 Ganue, Ny:kand... . IR _ . 

» MK | 

Warw. Souldicrs.haue hit aways | ; 

But for thou wert the fauoriteof a King, . 26: (06/07 IN 


H Thou ſhalc haue fo much honour atiout hands, 
" Caneſt. 


or Edward theleco nd. 
Gare, ] thanke youall my Lords, then Ipercciue, 
' That heading is one, and hanging is the other, 
| Anddeath is all, | : 
Enter Earle of Arundel, 
Lance, How now my Lord of Arundell? 
Arun, My Lords,King Edward greetes you all by me. 
War. Arundel, fay your meſlage. 
Arun, His Maieſty hearing that you had taken Gane/for, 
Intreateth you by me, yer but he may 
Sce him before he dies, for why, he faies 
And ſends you word, he knowes that die he ſhall, 
Andijf you gratific his grace ſo farre, 
He will be mindfull of the curtifie, 
- Warw, How now ? 
Gau, Renowned Edward, how thy name 
| Reuiues poore Gamneſtor, 3H 
| | Varw, No it needeth not, 
? | Arundell, wewill gratific the King 
* Inother matters, he muſt pardon ys in this, 
* Souldiers away with him. 
Ganeſt, Why my Lord of Farwicke, 
! Willnot theſe delaies beget my hopes? 
| Iknowirt Lords, it is this life you aime at, 
YergrantKing Eaward this. 
Mor. in. Shaltthon appoint what we ſhall grant ? 
Souldiers away with him 
Thus wecle gratifie the King, 
Weeleſend his head by thee, lethim beſtow 
Histeares on thar, for thatisall he gets 
Of Gamneſton, or elſe his ſenceleſle trunke. 
Lan. Notſo my Lord, leaſthe beſtow more coſt 
In burying him, then he hath ever earned, 
Arun, My Lords, itis his Maieſties requeſt, 
| Andin the honour of a King he ſweares, 
7 Hewill butralke with him and ſend him backe. 
 mMTarw, Whencan you teil? Armwndellno, we wot 
} Hethathath the care of Realme-remits, 
| Anddriues his Noblesto thefe exigents 
For Gaweſton, will if he ſeaze him once, 
z Ez £ Vio- 
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Violate any promiſe topoſleſie him. 
Aran, Then it you will not cruſt his grace in keepe, 

My Lords Iwill be pledge for his rerurne, 

br, in. Tis honorable in thee to offer this, 

But for we know thou art a Noble Gentleman, 

We will not wrong thee ſo, 

To make away a true man for a rheefe, | 
Ganue, How meanſt thou Mortimer ? that is over baſe. 
Mor, Away baſe groome, robber of Kings renowne, 

Qu2{tion with thy companions and mates, | 


Pen, My Lord Mortimer and you my Lords each one 


To gratific the Kings requelt therein, 
Touching the ſending of this Gazeſtor, 
Becauſe his Maicſly to-carneſtlie 

Pefires to ſee the man before his death, 

I will ypon my honour vndertake 

To carrie him, and bring him back againe, 
Provided this, that you my Lord of Arundel! 
Will ioyne with me, 

IFar, Penbrooke, what wilt thou do? 
Cauſe yer more bloudſhed :is it not enough 
That we haue taken him, butmuſt we now 
Leaue him on had-Iwiſt, and let him go? 

Pen, My Lords, I will not ouerwooe your honors, 
But if you dare truit Pexzbrooke with the priſoner, 
Vpon mine Oach I will ceturne him backe. _ 

eArmm, My Lord of Lancaſter, what fay you in this? 

Lan. Why Iſay, lethim-go on Pembrookes word. 

Per, And you Lord Mortimer, 

Mer. How fay you my Lord of /arwicke, 

#ar.llay,do your pleaſures, 

I know how t will prooue, A175 

Per, Then giue himme, 

Gare Sweete ſoueraigne, yet I come 
To ſecthee ere Idie, | 

War, Yet not perhaps, 

If Warw.ckes wit and policiepreuaile. 


Ir. in. My Lord of Pembrooke, we deliver him you. 
Returne him on your hoaor, ſound away. Exenunt : 
Maneng 
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or EAWard tNelecond. 
CManent Pembrooke, Mat. Ganeſt, & Pen= 
brookes men, foure Souldiers. 
Pem. My Lord, you thall goe with me, 
My houſe is not farre hence, out of the way, 
A iittle, but our men {ball goe along, 
We that haue pretty wenches to our wiues, 


Sir, muſt nor come ſo neere to balke their lips. 


Mat. Tis very kindly ſpoke my Lord of Pembrooke, 
Your honour hath an adament of power, 
To drawe a Prince, 
Per, So ny Lord, come hether James, 
I do commit this Gareſton to thee, 
Be thou this night his Sefpens in the morning 
We will diſcharge thee of thy charge, be gon. 
Game. Vohappic Ganeſton, whether goelt thou now. 
| Exit em ferns, Pen, 
Horſe boy, My Lord, weele quickly be at Cobham. 
| Exeunt ambo, 
Enter Ganeſton moorning, and the Earle of 
Pembrookes men, 
Gaze, Otrechcrons Warwick thus to wrong thy friend 
Tames. 1 ſee it is your Lite theſe armes purſue. 
Gar:s, Weaponles muſt I fall and diein bandes, 
O muſt this day be period of my life ! 
Center of my blifle, and yee be men, 
Speede tothe King, 
Enter Warwicke and his Companie. 
War, My Lord of Pembrookes men, 
Strive you no longer, I will haue that Gazeſtor, 
Tames. Your Lordſhip doth diſhonour to your ſelfe, 
And wrong our Lord, your honourable friend, 
twar.No Tames, it is my countriescauſe Ifollow, 
Goe, take the viilaine, ſoldiers come away, 
Weele make quicke worke commend me to your maiſter 
My friend, and tell him that I watchr it well, 
Comelet thy ſhadow parley with King Edward, 
ane, Trecherous Earle, ſhall norlI ſee the King ? 
#ar. The King of heauen perhaps, no-other King, 
Away | 
. E Z Exeunt, 
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© 1 ravedic 
Exeant Warwicke ard his men, with Gaueſ? : 
PMManuent James Cumcateres, 
Come fellowes, it booteth not for vs to liriue, 
\We willin haſt go certifie our Lord, 
Enter King Eaward and Spencer, with 
Drumes and Fijes, 
Eaw, llong to heare an anſwere from the Barons, 
Touching my friend, my decreſt Ganeſtor, 
Ah Spercer,not the riches of my realme 
Can ranfome him, ah he is markt to die, 
I know the malice of the yonger Mortimer, 
Warvwvicke I know is rough, and Lancajter 
Inexorable, and I ſhall never ſee 
My loucly Pierce of Ganeſton againe, 
T he Barons ouerbeare me with their pride, 


Spencer, Were I King Eaward, Englands ſoucraigne, ' , 


Sonne to the louely Elkenor of Spaine, 
Great Edward Long-ſhankes iflue : would I beare 
Theſe braues, this rage, and ſuffer yncontrolde 
Theſe Barons thus to beard me 1n my Land, 
In mine owne realme ? my Lord pardon my ſpeech, 
Did you retaine your fathers magnanimitie ? 
Did you regard the honour of your name? 
You would not ſuffer thus your Maieſtie 
Be counterbutt of your Novilitie, 
Strike cff their heads, and let thempreach on poles, 
No doubc, ſuch Leſlons they will teach the reſt, 
As by their preachments they will profit much, 
And learne obedience to their lawtull King. 
Eaw, Yea gentle Spexcer, we haue beene too milde 
Too kinde to them, but now haue drawne our (word, 
And if they ſend me not my Gamzeſtor, | 
Weeleſteele it on their creſt, and powle their tops. . 
Bald. This haught re{olue becomes your Maieſtic, 
Notrto be tied to their arfection, 
As though your higanes were a ſchoole-boy (till, 
and muli be awdc and gouern'd like a Chila, 
Emer Hugh Spencer an o/d man, father to the young 
Spencer, with his trunchion and ſoldiers, 


Sper pa, 
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Sper. pa, Long live my ſoueraigne the noble Edward, 
In peace triumphant, fortunate in warres, i 
Edw. Welcome old man, com'lt thou in Edwards aid > 
Then te!l the Prince, of whence, and what thou art. 
Sper. pa, Loc, with a band of Bowmen and of Pikes, 
Browne Bils, and targertiers,400 (trong, 
Sw-orne to defend King Edwards royall right, 
I come jn perſon to your Maieſtie, 
Speacer, the father of Hugh Spencer there, 
Bound to your highnes cuerlaſtinglie, 
For favour done in him, vnto vs all. 
Edw. Thy-tather Spencer ? 
Sper. films, True, and it like your grace, 
That powres ( in lieu of all your goodnes ſhowne) 
Hislife my Lord, before your princely fecte, 
Edw, Welcome ten thouſand times, old man againe. - 
Spencer, this lou, this kindnes tothy King, 
Argues thy noble minde and diſpoſition - 
Spencer, Iheere create thee Earle of Wilſhire, 
And daily will inrich thee with our fauour, 
That as the ſun-ſhine ſhallrefle@ ore thee : 
Befide, the more to manifeſt our loue, 
Becauſe we heare Lord Bruſe doth ſell his Land, 
And that the Mortimers are in hand withall, 
Thou ſhalt haue crownes of vs, to out bid the Barons: 
And Spescer, ſpare them not, layit on, 
Soldiers a largis, and thrice welcome al, 
Spen, My Lord. here-comes the Queene, 
Enter the Oueene and her ſonne, and 
| Lewne a Frenchman. 
Faw. Madam, whatnewes ? 
Ox, Newes of d{þonour Lord, and diſcontent, 
Our triend Levvre, fairhfull and full of truſt, 
Informeth vs by lctters and by wordes, 
Thar Lord/alqyes our brother, King of France, 
Becaule.yourbighnefic hath beene (licke in homage, - 
Hath ſeazed Normarare into his handes, a 
Thele be che Letters, this chexneffenger,- 
Euw, Welcothe Levon; tath 336, it this be all, 
| EL UV427es 


| Paloysand 1 will ſoone be friends againe, 
| Butto my Gazeſtor : ſhall Incuerſce, 

7 Never behold thee now ? Madam in this matter 
| Wewill ewploy you and your little ſonne, 

| Youſhall go patley with the King of Fraunce, 

| Boy,ſce you beare you brauely to the King 

| And doe your meflage with a Maieſtie, 


| Godend them once 


Pri, Commit not to my youth, things of more waight 


| Thenfits a Prince fo young as Itobeare, 
|. And feare not Lord and father, heauens great beames 


On Arlas ſhoulder, ſhall not lie more ſafe, 


| Thenſhall your charge committed to my truft. 


Os, Aboy, this towardnes makes thy mother feare 


| Thou arcnot markt to manie daics on earth. 


Edm. Madam, we will thatyou with {peed be ſhipt, 
And this our ſfonne Lewen, ſhall follow you, 


| Withall the haſt we can diſpatch himhence, 


Chooſe of our Lords to beare you companie, 


| Andgoin peace, leauevs in warres at home, 


{Lord TItake my leauc, 
To make my preparation for France, 
Enter Lord Matre, 
Edw, What Lord Maire, doſt thou come alone? 
Aat. Yes my good Lord, for Gaueſton is dead 
Edw. Ah traitors, haue they put my friend to deathy 


Qs, Vanaturall 4 Fo ſubieRs braue their King, 


| Tell me Marre, died he cre thou cam(ft, 
| Oc did't thou ſee my friend to take his death ? 


Matre. Neither my Lord, for as he was ſurprizd, 


| Begirt with weapons, and with enemies round, 
| Tdid your highnes meſſage tothem all, 
| Demanding him of them, entreating rather, 


And ſaid, vpon the honour of my name, 


| ThatI would vntertake to carric him 


Vnrto your highnes, and tobring him backe, 
Fdw, And tell me, would the rebels denie me that ? 
Spen, Proud recreants. 
Edw, Yea Spencer traitors all. 

Meatre, Itound them at the firſt inexorable 
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The Earle of OY would not bide the hearing, 
Mortimer hardly, Penbrooke and Lancaſter 
Speake leaſt : and when they flatly haddenyed, 
Refuſing to receiue me pledge for him, 
| The Earle of Pembrooke mildly thus beſpake. : 
| My Lordes, becauſe our ſoucraigne ſends for him, 
And promiſeth he ſhall be ſafe returnd, 
I will this vndertake, to haue him hence, 
And ſee him redeliuered to your hands, 
Edw, Well, and how fortunes that he came not ? 
Sper. Some treaſon, or ſome villanic was cauſe. 
Mat, The Earle of Warwick ſeazde him on his way. 
For being deliuered vnto Pembrookes men, 
- Their Lord rode home, thinking his priſoner ſafe, 
' Butrerche came 7/arwicke in ambuſh laie, 
 Andbarehimto his death, andin atrench 
' Stroke off his head, and marcht ynto the campe. 
Spen, A bloody part, flatly againſt lawe of armes, 
Edw, O ſhall I ſpeake, or ſhall I ſigh and die! 
Sper, My Lord, referre your vengance tothe ſword, 
Vpon theſe Barons, hatten vp your men, 
Let them not ynreuengd murther your friends, 
Aduance your ſtandard Edwardin the field, 
And march to fire them from their Rarting hples, 
Eaward hneeles, and ſaith, © 
Bycarth, the common mother of vs all, 
By heauen, and all the moouing orbes thereof, 
By this right hand, and by my fathers ſword, 
Andall the honours longing to my crowne, 
I will hauc heads, and liues for him as many, 
As Ihauetnanors, caſtels, townes, and towers, 
| Trecherous arwicke, traiterous Mortimer : 
{ IfIbe Englands King, in lakes of gore 
{ Yourheadles trunkes, your bodies will Il traile, 
| Thatyou may drinke yourfill, and quaffe in blood, 
| And fſtayne my royall ftandard with the ſame, - 
That ſo my bloodie colours may ſuggeſt 
Remembrance of reuenge immortalitic, 
| Onyouraccurſedtraiterous progenie : 
EF 
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You villaines that haue ſlaine my Gaxeſtsr, 
And inthis place of honour and of truſt, 
Spencer, t\weete S'encer, adopt thee heere, 
And meerely of our Loue we do createthee 
Ear!le of Gloſter,iand Lord Chamberlaine, 
De ſpire of times,ccfpite of enemies, 
Spen, My Lord, heers a meſſenger from the Barons, 
Detires accefle vnto your Maieſtie, 
Eaw, Admithim ncere, | 
Enter the Herald from the Barons, with 
his coate of armes, | 
CIeſſen, Long live King Edward, Englands lawfull Lords. 
Eaw, So wiſh not they 1lwis that ſent thee hither, 
Thoucomt from Mortimer and his complices, 
A ranker rootc of rebels neuer was : 
Well, ſay thy meſſage, 
Heſſen, The Barons vain armes, by me ſalute 
Your highnes, with long Life and happines, 
And bid me fay as plainerro your grace, 
Thar if without «cffuſion of bloud, 
You will this griefe have eafe.and remedie, 
That fiom your mae; perſon you remcoue 
ying branch, 
That deads the royall vine whote Golden leaues 
Empale your princely head, your Diadem, 
W hoſe vrightnes ſuch pernicious vpſtarts dim, 
Say they, and louingly aduife your grace, 
To cherith verttie and Nobtlitie, 
And have old ſernitory in high eſteeme, 
And ſhake off ſmooth dilembling flatterers - 
This granted, they, their honours, and their lives, 
Are to your hishnefſe vowd and confecrate, 
Spen, Atraitors, will they {till diſplay their pride ? 
Edw, Away, tarrie no anſere but be gon, 
Rebels, will they appoinr their ſoveraigne 
His ſports, his pleaſures, and his company: 
Yet ere thou goe, ſee how I Coe denotce Fnibrace 
Spencer trom me :; now grrtheero thy Lords, Spencer, 
And tell chem 4 will come to chalilicerhem, | 
- For 
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For murthering Gameſton: hie thee, ger thee gone, 
Edward with fire and ſword, followes at thy hecles, 
My Lord, pegceiue you how theſe rebels ſwell - 
Soldiers, good hearts, defend your ſoueraignes right, 
For now, cuen now, we march to make them ſtoope, 
Away. Exennt | 
Alarums, excurſions, a great Fight,and a retreate, 


Enter the King, Spencer the father, Spencer the ſonne, 
and the noblemen of the Kings ſide. 
Eaw, Why doe we ſound retreat? ypon them Lordes, 
This day Iſhall power vengeance with my ſword 
On thoſe proud rebels that are vypin armes, 
And do confront and countermaund their King. 
Spen, ſon, I doubt it not my Lord, right will preuaile, 
Spen, fa. Tis not amiſſe my Liege for eyther part, 
To breath a while, our men with ſweat and duſt 
All chockt well neare, begin to faint for heate, 
And this retire refreſheth horſe and man, , 
Spen, ſon, Heere come the rebels, 
Enter the Barons, Mortimer, Lancaſter, Warwicke, 
Pembrooke, cum cateris, 
Mor,Looke Lancaſter,yonder is Edward among his flat- 
Lan, And there lethim bee, till he pay deerely tor their 1 
companie, | 
Var, And ſhall, or Warwicks ſword ſhall ſmite in vaine; 
Eadw, What rebels, do you ſhrinke, and ſound retreat ? 
?Jor, No Edward no, thy flatterers faint and flie, 
Lan, Th'ad beſt betimes forfake thee and their trains, 
For theile betray thee, traitors as they are. 
Spen. ſon, Traitor on thy face, rebellious Lancaſter. 
Pen, Away baſe vpſtart, brau'ft thou Nobles thus, 
| Spen. fa. Anoble attempt, and honourable deeae, . 
Is it not trowe ye, to aſſemble aide, 
Andleuie armes againſt your lawfull King, 
Edw. For which ere long, their heades ſhall fatisfies 
T*appeaſe the wrath of their offended King. 
Mor. Then Edward thou wilt fight it to the Laſt, 
And rather bath thy ſword inſubictts blood 
| F2 Then 


( terers, 


CS 


1T ; gc ule 
Then baniſh that pernitious companie. 
Ew. 1 traitours all, rather then thus be brau'de, 
Make Englands ciuillrownes huge heapes of ſtones, 
And plowes to goe about our pallace gates, 
War. A deſperate and vnnaturall reſolution, 
Alarum co the tight, faint George for England, 


andthe Barons right, 


Eaw. S. George for England, and King Edwards right. , 
Enter Edward, with the Barons captines. 
Fdw, Now luſtie Lordes,now not by chance of warre, 
But iuftice of the quarrelland the cauſe 
Vaildis yourpride, me thinkes you hang the heads, 
But weele aduance them Traitors, now tis time 
To be auengd on you forall your braues, 3 
And forthe murther of my deereſt friend, 
To whom right well you knew our ſoule was knit, 
Good Pierce of Ganeſton my ſweete fauorit, 
ah rebels, recreants, you made him away, 
Edm, Brother, in regard of thee and of thy Land, 
Did they remooue that flatterer fromthy throne. 
Eaw. So fir, you haue ſpoke, away, auoide ourpreſence, 
Accurſed wretches, waſt in regard of vs, 
When we had ſcent our meſſengers to requeſt 
He might be ſpard ro come to ſpeake with vs, 
And Penbrocke vndertooke for his returne, 
That thou proud Warwicke watcht the priſoner, 
Poore Pezrce, and headed him againſt lawe of armes, 
For which thy head ſhall oucrlooke the reſt, 


25 much as thou in rage out went the reſt, « 


War. Tyrant, Iſcornethy threats and menaces, 
Tis but temporall thatthou canſt infli, 
Lan. The worſt is death, and better die to liue, 
Then liuc in infamie vnder ſuch a King, 
Edw. Away with them my Lord of Wincheſter, 
Theſe luftie Leaders Warwicke and Lancaſter, 
I charge you roundly off with both their heads, away. 
War. Farewell vaine worlde, 
Lan, $weere Mortimer farewell. . 
Ator, England yakindeto thy Nobilirie, 
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Grone for this griefe, behold how thou art maimed 
Edw.Go take that hautie Mortimer tothe Tower, 
There ſce him ſafe beſtowed, and forthe reſt, £ 
' Do ſpeediecxecution on them all, be gon. whe 
Mor. What Mortimer ? can ragged ltony walles 4 
Immurethy vertue that aſpires to heauen, 
| No Edward Englands ſcourge, it may not be, 


; |  Mortimershope ſurmounts hie fortune farre, | 
| Edw, Sound drums and Trumpets, march with me my 
e, | friends. | 
Eawardchis day hath crownd himKing a new Exit. Fl. 
| Manent Spencer ſilins, Lewne & Baldock, | Y 


| Sper. Lewen, the truſt that we repoſe in thee, 
| | Begetsthe quiet of King Edwards Land, - 
/ Therefore be gone in haſt, and with aduice, i i 
 Beftowethat Treaſure on the Lords of France, a1 
That therewith all enchaunted like the guarde, 
That ſuffered Zone to paſſe in ſhowers of Gold, 
To Danae, all aide may be denied 
| To [1ſabellthe Queene, that now in France | 
e, | Makes friends, to crofle the ſeas with-her young ſonne, Te 
' Andſtep into his fathers regiment, FA 
Lew. Thats is theſe Barons and the ſubtill Queene, hp: 
Long leuied at. 4k 
Bald. Yea, but Lewze thou ſeeſt, f i 
þ 


' Theſe Barons lay thcir heads on blocks together, 
| Whatthey intend, the hangman fruſtrates cleane, 
; Lew, Haueyou no doubt my Lords, Ile claps cloſe, 
. | Among the Lords of France with Englands Golde, ts 
* That /ſabel{ſhall make her plaints in vaine, {10h 
' AndFranceſhallbe obdurat with her teares. | : 
Spen, Then make for Fraunce, amaine Lewne away,, "3p 
'  ProclaimeKing Edwards warres and victories, My 
Exennt Omnes, | ? 
Enter Edmund, 
Edam. Faire blowes the winde for France, blow gentle 
galc, 
Till Earmabe arriu'de for Englands good, 
Nacure, yeeld co my countryes cauſe in this. 
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A brother, no, a butcher of thy friends, !_ 
Proud Edward, doit thou baniſh me thy preſence ? 
Bur Ile toFrence, and cheere the wronged Queene, 
And ccftifie what Edwards looſeneſle is, 
Vnnarurall King, to flaughter Noble men 
And cheriſh flatterers « Mortimer 1 Bay (deuice, 
thy ſweete eſcape, ftand gratious gloomy night to his 
Enter Mortimer diſguiſed, 
or, Holla, who walketh there, itt you my Lord? 
Edm, Mortimer tis 1, but hath thy potion wrought {0 
happilic? 
AMor, It hath my Lord, the warders all afleepe, 
I thanke them, gaue me leaueto paſſe in peaceg 
But hath your grace got ſhipping vnto Fraunce ? 
Edam, Feare it tot, : E xeunt, 


Enter the Q ueene and her ſonne, 

.2u, A boy, our friends do faile vs allin Fraunce ? 
The Lords are cruell, and the King vnkinde, 
What ſhall we goe? 

Prince, Madam, returne to England, 

And pleaſe my father well, and then a Fig 

For all my vnckles friendſhip heere in Fraunce, 

I warrant you, Ile winne his highnes quicklie, 

A loues me better than a thouſand Spercers, 
©#. A boy,thou art deceiv'de at leaſt in this, 

To thinke that we can yet be tunfd together, 

No, no, weiatre too farre, vakinde Valoys, 


 Vahappie ſabell, when Francereietts, 
_ Whether, O whether doſt thou bend rhy ſteps, 


Enter Sir Toh: of. Henolt, 

S. Tha; Madam, whar cheree ? 

On, A good fir lohn of Hexolt, 

Neuer ſo cheereles, nor ſo farre diſtreſt, 

S, [ohn, Theare ſweete Lady of the Kings ynkindnes, 
But droope not madain, Noble mindes contemne 
Deſpaire: will your grace with me to Henolt ? 

And there ſtay times aduantage with your ſonne, 


How ſay you my Lord, will you go with your friends, 
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not Edwardtheſecond. 

And ſhake of all our fortunes equally. 
Prin. So pleaſeth the Queene my mother, me itlikes, 

The King of England. nor the court of Fraunce, 

Shall haue me from my gratious mothers ſlide, 

Till I be ttrong enough ro breake a ſtatfe, 

And then haue at the proudelt Spexcers head, 

Str Ioha, Well ſaia my Lord, | 

Q+, Oh my ſweete hart, how do I mone thy wrongs ? 
Yet triumphn the hope of thee my ioy, 

Ah ſweete Sir Jobn, cuentorhe vemolſt verge 
Of Exrope, orthe ſho:e of T anaiſe, | 
Will we with thee ro Hezolt, ſo we will, 
The Marques is a noble Gentleman, 
His grace I dare preiume will welcome me, 
Bur who are theſe ? 

Enter Edmond and Mortimer. 

Edam, M1dam long may you Liue, 

Much happier then your friends in England do, 

Qs, Lord Edmund and Lord Mortimer aliue, 
Welcome to Fraunce : the newes was here my Lord, --. 
That you were dead, or yery neare your death. 

_ ox, in, Lady, the Laſt was truelt of the rwaine, 

But Mortimer teſzrude forſbetter hap, 
Hath ſhaken offthe thraldome ofthe Tower, 
And liues to advance your ſtandard good my Lord, ; 
Prm, How meane you, and the King my father liues ? 
No my Lord Mortimer, not I, Itrow, 
Qs. Not ſontie, why not ?Iwouldit wereno worſe, 
But genile Lords, friendles we are in Fraunce, 
Mor. in, Mounherle Grand, a Noble friend of yours, 
Told vs at our arriuall all the newes, 
How hard the Nobles, how vnkinde the King 
Hath ſhewed himlelfe, but Madam, right makes roome, 
Wheie weapons want, and though a many friends, 
Are made away, as //arwick, Lancaſter, {6 
And others of qur partie and ſaCtion, 
Yer haue we friends, afſure you; grace in England, 
Would caſt vp cappes, and clap their hands for 10y, -.- 
Tolce vs there appointed fer our foes, 


Fa: | Edam, 
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| [ej-'t | 
Edm. Would all were well, and Edward well reclaimd, 
For Englands honor, peace, and quietnes. | 
Mor, Butby the ſword, my Lord, it muſt be deſeru'd, 
The King will nere fortake his flatterers, 
S. Toh, My Lords of England, 6th the yngentle King 
Of France retuſeth to giue aide of armes, 
To this diſtreſſed Queene his Siſter heere, 
Go yon with her to Herolt, doubt yee not, 
We will fiade comfort, mony, men, and friends, 
Ere long, to bid the Engliſh King a baſe, | 
How ſay yorg Prince, what thinke of the match ? 
Prin, I thinke King Edward will out-runneys all. 
#, Nay (onne, not ſo, and you muſt not diſcourage 
Your friends that are ſo forward in your aide, 
Edam, Sir Tohn of Hezolt, pardon vs 1 pray, 
Theſe comforts that you giue our wofull Queene, 
Binde vs in kindnes all at your commaund, 
Qs, Yea gentle brother, and the God of heauen, 
Proſper yourhappie motion good Sir ſhy, 
or. Thisnoble Gentleman forward in armes, 
Was borne I ſce to be our anchor hold, 
Sir John of Henolt, be it thy renowne, 
That Englands Queene, and Noblcs in diſtreſſe, 
Haue beene by thee reſtored and comforted. 
_ 8. Iobsn, Madam along, and you my Lord with me, 
That Englands peeres may Hezelts welcome ſee. 
Enter the King. Matr, the two Spencers, with others, 
Eaw. Thus after many threats of wrathfull warre, 
Triumpheth Englands Edward with his ftiends, 
And triumph Edward with his friends yncontrould, 
My Lord of Gloſter, do you heare the newes ? 
Sper. in, What newes my Lord? 
 Edw, Why man, they fay there is great execution 
Done through the Realme, my Lord of Arundel 
You haue the note, haue you not © 
Mat. From the Lieutenant of the Tower my Lord. 
Eaw,1 pray ler vs ſee it what haue we there ? 
Readirt Spercer, Spencer reads their names, 
Why ſo? they barkt apace not long agoe, 


Now 
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Now on my life,'theile neither barke nor bite, 
Now firs, the newes from France,GloſterI trowe, 
The Lords of Fraunce loue-Englands Gold fo well, 
As [ſabell gets no aide from thence, 

Whartnow remaines,naue you proclaimd,, my Lord, 
Reward for them can bring in Mortimer * 

Spen.in, My Lord we haue, and if he be in England , 

A will be had ere long Idoubr it not. ; 

Edw. If, doolt thou ſay ? Spencer, as true as death, 

Heis in Englands ground, our Port-Maiſters 
Ace nor ſo careleſſc of their Kings commaund, 
__ Enter a Poſt. - (theſe ? 

How now, what newes with thee 3 from whence come 

Poaſt. Letters my Lord, and Tidings foorth of France, 
To you my Lord of Uloſter from Lewne. 

Edward, Reade, 

Spencer reads the Tetters, 

My dutie to your honor prcemiſed, &c. I haue accor- 
ding to inſtructions in that bebalfe, dealt with the King 
of Fraunce his Lords, & effected, that the Queene all di{- 
contented and diſcomforted , is gone , whither if you 
aske, with dir /ohn of Henolt, brother to the Marqueſle, 
' Into Flaunders : wirh them are-gone-Lorde Edmnnd, and 
the Lord CMortizeer, hauing in their companie diuers of 
your Nation andothers, and as conſiant report goeth, 
they intend to giue King Edward battell in Eng land, ſoo- 
ner then he can looke forthem ; this is all the newes of 

import, 
Yonr honors in all ſernice, Lewne. 


Edwy, A villaines, hath that Afortimer eſcapt ? 
With him is Edrand gone aſſociate © 
And will Sir /ohz of Henoltlead the round ? 
Welcome a Gods name Madam and your lonne, 
England ſhall welcome you, and all your route, 
Gallop apace bright Phebu through the skie, 
And duskie night, in ruthe iron carre, 
Betwcene you both, ſhorten the time 1 pray, 
Thar I may ce that mot defired day, 
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When we may meete theſe Traitors in the field, 
Ah nothing griues me but my little boye, 

Is thus miſled to countenance their 11s, 

Come friends to Briſtow, there to make vs firong, 
And winds as equall be ro bring them in, | 
As you iniurous were to beare them forth, 


Enter the Queene, her ſonne, Edmund, Mor - 
timer, and Sir John, 


2x. Now Lords, our louing friends and countrymen, 
Welcome to England all with proſperous windes, 
Our kindeſt friends in Belgea haue we left | 
To cope with friends at home : a heauie caſe, 
When forceto force is knit, and ſword and glaue 


In ciuill broyles make kin and country men - 


Slaughter themſelues in others, and their (ides 

With their owne weapons goarde, but whats the helpe : 

Miſgouern'd Kings are cauſe of allthis wrack, 

And Edward thou art one among them all, 

Whole looſnes hath betrayed thy Land to ſpoyle, 

And made the channell ouerflow with blood 

Ofthine own people; patro ſhouldſt thou be, but thou, 
Mor. Nay Madam, if you be a warrior, 

Ye muſt not grow ſo paſſionate in ſpeeches : 

Lords, fith that we are by ſufferance of heauen, 

Arriu'd and armed in this Princes right, 

Heere for our countries cauſe ſweare we to him 

All homage, fealtie and forwardnes, 

And forthe open wrongs and iniwries 

Eaward hath done to vs, his Queene and Land, 

We come in armes to wrecke it with the ſworde : 

That Englands Queene in peace may repoſlefle 

Her dignities and honours: and withall 

We may remooue theſe flatterers from the King, 

Thayhauocks Englands wealth and Treaſurie. 

S. Tohn. Sound trupets my Lord &forward let ys martch, 

Edward will thinke we come toflatter him, 
Eam,1 would he neuer had beene flattered more. _ 

Enter 


Enter the King, Baldock, and Spencer the 
 ſonne, flying about the ſtage, 

Sper, Fly, fly, my Lord, the Queene is ouerſtrong, 
Her friends doe multiply, and yours doe failes 
Shape we our courſe to Ireland there to breath. 

Edw. What, was I borne to fly and runne away, 
Andleaue the Mortimers conquerers behinde? 

_ Giue me my horſe andlets re'nforce our troupes : 
' Andin this bed ofhonor die with fame. 

Bald, O no my Lord, this Princely reſolution 

Firs notthe time:away, weare purſued. 
| Eamund alone with a ſword and target. 

Edm. This way he fled, but Iam come too late, 
Eaward, alas my heart relents for thee, 

Proud Traytor Mortimer why dooſtthou chaſe 

Thy lawfull King thy ſoueraigne, with thy ſword? 

Vilde wretch, and why haſt thou of all vnkinde, 

Borne armes againſt chy-brother and thy King ? 

Raine ſhewers of vengeance on my curſed head 

Thou God, to whom in iuſtice it belongs | 

To puniſh this ynnaturall reuolt : | 

Edward, this CMorttmer aimes at thy life : 

O fly him then, but Edmund calme this rage, 

Diſſemble or thou dieft, for Afortimer 

And [/abell, doe kiſle while they conſpire, 

And yet ſhe beares aface ofloue forſooth': 

Fie on thar loue that hatcheth death and hate, 

Famund away, Briſtow to Longſhankes blood 

Is falſe, benot found ſingle for ſuſpe&t: 

Proud Mortimer pries neere into thy walkes. 

Enter the Oucene, Mortimer, the young Prince 
and fir John of Henalt, 

 2#.$ucceſfuls battel giues the God of Kings, 

To them that fight in right and feare his wrath : 

Since then ſucceſfully we haue preuaild, 

Thankt be heauens great archire and you, 

Ere farther we proceede my noble Lords, - 

We herecreate our welbeloued ſonne, ; 

Ofloue and care ynto his royallperſon, - - -- 

| > Lord 
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Lord warden of the Realme, and fith the fates 

Haue made his father ſo infortunate, ' 

Deale you my Lords in this, my louing Lords, 

As to your wiſedomes fitteſt leemes in all, 
Edam, Madam, without oftence if I may aske, 

How will you deale with Eaward in his fall ? 

Prin, Tellme good vncle, what Edward do you meane ? 
Edm. Nephew, your father, I dare nor call bim King. 
CMHMor,My Lord of Kent, what needes theſe queſtions ? 

Tis not in her controu]ment, nor in ours, 

Burt as the Rzalme and Parlement ſhall pleaſe, 

So ſhall your brother be diſpoicd off, 

I like not this relenting moode in Edmund, 

Madam, tis good tolooke to him betimes, 

©#x. My Lord, the Mator of Briſtow knowes our mind, 
Mer, Yea Madam, and they {capt not eafilye, 
That fled the field, 
Qs, Baldockis with the King, 

A goodly Chauncelor, is he.not my Lord? 

S. Iohn,So arethe Spencers, the father and the ſonne, 

EamT his Edward, is the ruine of the Realme, 


Enter Rice ap:Howell, and the Maior of Briſtow, 
with Spencer the Father. 


Rice, God fave Queene {ſabell, and hir princely ſonne, 
Madam, the Maior and Citizens of Briſtow 
In Ggne of loue and dutie to this preſence, 
Preſent by me this Traitor to the ſtare, 
Spencer, the father to that wanton Spercer, 
T hat like the Lawles Cati/;zze of Rome, 
Reueld in Englands wealth and Treaſurie.. 
©s, We thanke you all. . 
21or. ju, Your louing care in this, 
Delſerueth princely fauours and rewardes, 
But wheres the King and the other Spencer flea ? 
Rice, Spencer the fonne, created Earle of Glocefter, 
Is with that ſmooth roungd Schiller Balaock gone, 
And ſhipt bur late forlrelatid with the King, 
te ES Ar, th, 
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Aer. in. Some whirlewind fetchthem backe, or ſinke 
them all : 
| They ſhall be ſtarted thence 1 doubr it nor. 

Prm, Shall I not ſee the King my father yet ? 

Edm. Vnhappies Edward, chaſt from Englands bounds, 

S. [ohn, Madam, what refteth, why ſtand ye in a muſe ? 

Qs.1rue my Lords ill fortune, bur alas, 

Care of my Country cald me to this warre, 

Mor, Madam, haue done with care and ſad complaint, 
Your King hath wrong'd your countrie and himſelfe, 
And we mutt feeke ro right it as we may. 

| Meane while haue hence this rebell tothe blocke, 

Sper pa, Rebellis he thar fights againſt thePrince, 
So tought not they that fought ia Eawards right, 

Mor Take him away, he prateszyou Rice ap Howel!, 
Shall doe good ſervice to her Maieſtic, | 
Being of countenance in your Country heere, 

To follow theſe rebellious runagates, 
Wein meane while Madam, muſt take aduice, 
How Balducke, Spencer, and their complices, 
May in their fall be followed totheirend. 
 Exernt omnes, © 
Enter the Abbot, Monks, Edward, Spencer, 
and Baldocke. 

Abbot, Haue you no doubt my Lord, haue younofeare, 
As filent and as carefull we will be, 

To keepe your Royall perſon ſafe with ys, 

Free from {uſpect, and fell inuafion 
Ofſuch as hauc your Maieſtie in chaſe, 

Your ſelfe, and thoſe your choſen companie, 
As _ of this {tormie time requires, 

Eaw. Father, thy face ſhavld haxbour no deceit, 

O had'(t thou cuer beene a King, thy hearc 
Pierſt deeply with tence of my diſtreile, 

Could not but take compaſſion of my Bate, 
Srately and proud;'in riches and in traiue 
Whilom I was, powerful and tull ofpompe, 
Put whar is he, whomerule and Emperie - 
Haue notin life or death made miſerable ? © 
G3 Come 
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Come Spencer, come Baldecke, come fit dawnebyme, 
Make triall now of philoſopihe, | 
That in our famous nurſeries of artes 
hou ſucked'i from Plaro, and from Ariſtotle, 
Father, this life contemplatiue is heauen, ; 
O chat 1 might this life in quiet lead, 
Bur we alas ate chaſt, and you my friendes, 
Your liues and my diſhonour they purſue, 
Yet gentle monkes, for treaſure,.gold nor fee, 
Do you betray vs arid our companie. 

Aonkes, Your grace may lit{ecure, ifuone but we doe 

wor of your abode. | 

Spen, Not one aliue, but ſhrewdly I ſuſpeR, 

A gloomie fellow in a meadebelow, 

A gave along looke after ys my Lord, 
Andallthe Land I knowis vpin armes, 
Armes thatpurſue our liues with deadly hate. 

Bald. We were imbarkt for Ireland, wretched we, 
With akward winds, and ſore tempeſts driuen 
To fall on ſhoate, andhere to pine in feare 
Of Mortimer and his confederates, _ 

Edw. Mertimer, who talkes of Moztimzer, 

Who wounds me with the name of Mortimer 
That hloody man ? good father on thy lap 
Lay I this head, Laden with mickle care, 
O mightl1 neuter opetheſceyes againe, 
Neuer againe lift vpthis drooping head, - 
O neuer more lift vp thjs dyiog beart! HETTA. 
Sper. ſon. Looke vp my Lord Baldocke, this drowſines 
Bctides no good, here cuen we are betraied, 
 Enterwith Welch hookes, Rice ap Howell, 4. Mower, 
| and the Earle of Leiceſter. - 

Aegrer. Vpon my lite, theſe be the men ye ſecke, 

Rice, Fellow enough, my Lord Ipray be ſhort, 
Afﬀairc commiſſion warrants what we doe. 

Lei. The Queenes commiſhon, vrg*de by Mortimer, 
What cannot CMortimer with the Queene ? 
Alas, ſee where he its, and hopes vnſeene 
T<eſcape their handes thatſeeke to reaue his Life; 


Too- 


_—__ or :uWwardthelecond. 

Too true it is, quem dies vidit veniens ſuperbum, 

Hunc dies vidit fugiens iacentem 

But Leifter leaue to growe {opaſſionate, 

Spencer and Balaucke, by no other names, 

I arreſt you of high treaſon here, 

Stand not ontitles but obey tharreſt, 

Tis inthe name of //abel{ the Queene, 

My Lord, why droope you thus ? 

 Edw, Oday! the laſt ofallmy bliſſe on earth, 

Center of all miſfortune. O my ſtarres ! 

Why do you lowre ynkindly on a King ? 

Came Leifter then in [ſabellas name, 

To take my life, my companie from me ? 

Heere inan rip vp this panting breaſt of mine, 

And take my heart, in reskew of my friends. 

Rice, Away with them, 
 Spen.in.]t may become thee yet, 

To let vs take our farewell of his grace, 

Abb, My heart with pittic earnes to ſee this fight, 

A King to beare theſe wordes and proud commaundes. 
Eadw. Spencer, ah ſweet Spencer,thus then mult we part, 

- FSper.iu, We mult my Lord, ſo will the angry heauens, 
Edw, Nay ſo will hell and cruell Mortimer: | 

The gentle heauens haue not to doe in this, 

Bald, My Lord, it is in vaine to greeue or ftorme, 

Heere humblie of your grace we take our leaues, 

Our lots are caſt, I feare me ſo is thine, 

Edw, Inheauen we may, in earth neuer ſhall we mecte, 

And Leiſter ſay, what ſhall become of vs? 

| Leif, Your maieſtie muſt goe to Killingworth. 
Eaw, Muſt ! tis ſomewhat hard, when Kings muſt go, 
Lieft, Here is a Litter ready for your Grace, 

That waites your pleaſure, and the day growes olde, 
Rice. As good be gone, as ſtay and be benighted, 
Eaw, A litter haſt thou, Lay me ona hearſe, 

And to the gates of hell conuey me hence, 

Let P/utos bels ring out my fatall knell, 

And hags howle for my death ax Charons ſhore, 

For friends hath Edward none, but theſe, and theſe, 
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And theſe muſt dic vnder a tyrants ſword. 

Rice. My Lord, be going, care not forthele, 
For we ſhall ſee them ſhorrer by the heads, 

Edy, Well, that ſhalbe, ſhalbe : part we muſt, 
$weete Spencer, gentle Baldacke, part we muft, 
Hence faincd weedes, vnfained are my woes, 
Farher, farewell : Lesffer thou Raiſt for ine, 

And gol muſi, Life, farewell with my friendes, 
Exeunt Faward and Lancaſter, 

Sper, O is he gone !is noble Eaward gone, 
Parted from hence, neuer to ſce vs more, 

Rent ſphere of heauen, and fier forſake thy Orbe, 
Eearh meltto ayre, gone is my ſoueraigne, 
Gone, gone alas, neucr to niake returne, 

Bald. Spencer, I ſee our ſoules are fleeting hence, 
We are depriu'de che ſun-ſhine of our life, » 

Make for a nevv life inan, throw vp thy eyes, 
And heart and hand co heauens immortall throne, 
Pay natures debt with cheerefull. countenance, 
Reduce weall our Leſſons ynto this 
To die, ſwecte Spencer, therefore liue we all, 
Spencer, all live to die,and rife to fall, | 
Ricce, Come, come, keepe theſe preachments till you 
come to the place appointed, | 
You, & ſuch as you are,haue made wiſe workin England, 
Willyour Lordthips away ? 

Afower, Your Lordſhip I truſt will remember me? 

Rice, Remember thee fellow ? what elſe 
Follow me'to the towne, 

| * Enter the King, Leiceſter, with a Biſhop for 

; _ theerowne, 

Lei, Be patient good my Lord, ceaſe to lament, 

Imagine Killingworth Caſtell were your Court: 

And that you lay for pleaſure here a ſpace, 

Not of compulſion or neceſſitie. 

.. Eaw, Leiſter, if gentle wordes might comfort me : 
Thy ſpeeches long agoe had caſde my ſorrowes 

For kinde & louing haſt thou alwaies beene 

The greetes ofpriuate men areſoone allayde 


But not of Kings, the forreſt Deare being ſtrucke 
Runnes to ar hearbe that cloſeth vp the woundes, 
Bur when the imperiall Lionsfleſh is gorde, 

He rends, and teares it with his wrathfullpawe, 

Highly ſcoring, chat the lowly carth 

Should qrinke his bloud, mounts vp to the ayre : 

And ſo it fares with me, whoſe dauntlefſeminde 
The ambitious Mortimer would ſeeke to curbe, 

And that ynnaturall Queene falſe //abel, 

That thus hath pent and mu'd me in a priſon, 

For ſuch outragious paſſions cloy my ſoule, 

' As with the wings of rancour and diſdaine, 

Full ofcam I ſoaring vp to heauen, 

To plaine me to the Gods againftthem both; 

Put when I call ro minde Iama King, _-. |. ': |; 

Me thinkes I ſhould revenge me of my wrangs;, ----. 


That Mortimer and Iſabell haue done, 
Bur what are Kings, when regiment is gone, 
But perfect ſhadowes in a ſun-{bine day ? 
My Nobles rule, I beare the nameof King, _ 
Iwearethe crowne, but am conttould by them, 
By C2ortimer, and my vnconſitant Queene; 

Who ſpots my nuprtiall bed with infamie, 
Whilt { am lodg'd within this caue of care, 
Where ſorrow at my elbow till attends,.. err, 
To company wy heart with ſad laments, _-. ( 
That bleedes within me forthis. ſtrange exchange; .. 
Bur tell me, muſt Inow reſigne my crowne, 
To make vſurping MortzmeraKing? | 

_ Biſh, Your grace miſtakes, it is tor Englands good, 
And princely Zaward-s right we craue the crowned! - 

Eaw. No, tis for Mortimer, not Eawards head, 
For hees a Lambe, encompaſſed by Wolues, 
Whichin a moment will abridge his life : | 
Bur if proud CHortimer doe weare this crowne, 
Heauens turne it to a blaze of quenchleſle fires 
Orlike the ſnakie wreath of 7Hphon,”' . == 
. Engirt the Temples ofhis hatefull head, - 
So ſhall not Englands vines be periſhed, 
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But Edwards nanteſurutes, though Edward dies, 
Leift, My Lord, why waſt you thus the time away, 
They tay youranſ{were, will you yeeld your crowne? 
Edwv, Ah Leifter, waigh how hardly I can brooke 
Toloofe my crowne and Kingdome with out caulz, 
To giue ambitious Aortimer my right, 
That likea mountaine cuerwhelnes my blifle, - 
In which extreams my minde heere mutrthered is ; 
But that the heauens appoint. I muſt obey. 
Here take myctownie, the life of Edward too, 
Two Kings in-England cannotraigne at once: 
Burt ſtay a while, letme be King rill night, 
That I inay gaze pon this glittering crowne, 
So ſhall my eyes receiue their laſt content, 
My head, the lateſt honour dewto it, ', | 
And .ioyntly both/yeeld vptheir wiſhed right. 
Continue euecr thou eeleſtiall Sunne, 
Let never fileat night poſſeſſe this clime, 
Stand ſtill you watches of the Element. 
All times and ſeaſons refFyou at a ſtay, © * 
That Edward may beftifitaire Englands King : 
But daies bright beame doth vaniſh faſt away, 
And needs I muſt refigne my wiſhed crowne, 
Inbumaine creatures, nurft with Tigers milke, 
Why gape you for your foneraignes overthrow? _ 
My Diadem I meane,and eviltlefle hte; © | 
See monſters fee; He weare my crowne againe” '* 
What, feare you notthe furic of your King ?+ © 
But hapleſſe Edwardthou art fontly led, - 
They paſſe nor for thy frownes as late they did, 
But ſeekes to makes new eletedKing, | + ., 
Which fils my minde with ftrange deſpairing thoughts, 
Which thoughts are matyred with endlefſt torments. 
Andinthis torment, comfort finde I none, 
Burt that I feelethe crowue ypon my head, _ 
And therefore lerme weareityet a white, 
Tru. My Lord, the Parliament mint haye preſent ne wes, 
Andtherefore fay, will youteſigne'orino, tr, 
The King rageth, 


_ ® 


Eaw, 


O Ward tne iecond, 
Edw.1le not reſigne, not whilſt liue, 
Traitours be gone, and joyne you with Mortimer, 
Ele&, conſpire, inſtal, doe what you will, 
Their bloud and yours ſhall ſeale theſe Trecheries. 
Byh. This anſwere weele retutine, and fo farewell 

Leiſt, Call them againe my Lord, and ipeake them faire, 
For if they goe, the Prince ſhall looſe his right. 

Eaw, Call thou them backe, Ihaue no power to ſpeake, 

Lei, My Lord, the King is willing to rehgne, 

B:iſh. It he be nor, let him chuſe. 

Edw. O would I might, but heauens & carth con ſpire 
To make me miſerable : heere recejue my crowne, 
Receiue it? no, theſe innocent hands of mine 
Shall not be guiltic of ſo foule a crime, 

He of you all that moſt defires my bloud, 

And will be cald the murtherer of a King, 

Take it ; whar are you moude, pittie-youme? 
Then ſend for vnrelenting Mortimer: 

And Iſabel, whoſe eyes being turn@ro ftecle, 
Will ſooner ſparkle fre then ſhed a teare : 
Yetſtay, for rather then I will looke on then, 
Heere, hcere : now {weete God -ofheauen, 
Make me detpiſc this tranfitoric pompe, 

And fit for aye inthronized in heauen, 

Come death, and with thy fingers cloſe my eyes, 
Or if 1liue, !et.me forgermy ſelfe, | 


- Enter Bartley. 
7 they, Ny Lord. 0 
{:415, Call me not Lorde, , 


Av, our of my ſight, ah pardon me, 

(3: icmakes me Lunaticke, 

].: wor inat Mortimer protect my ſonne, 

NM. <laictietherc is in a Tigers jawes Els 
1: : 55s imbracements : beare thisto the Queene, 
W..with my teares, and dried againe with ſighes, 
If ith the fight thereof, ſhee be not mooued, 
Re-urnc it backe and dip it in my bloud, 

Commend me to my ſonne, and bid himrule -. 
Better then I, yet how haue Itransgreſt, 
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But Edwards nantefuruies, though Edward dies, 
Leift, My Lord, why waſt you thus the time away, 
They tlay youranfwere, will you yeeld your crowne? 
Edw, Ah L:*:fter, waigh how hardly I can brooke 
Toloole iny crowne and Kingdome with out caulr, 
To giue ambitious Xortimer my right, 
That ikea mountaine cuerwhelines my bliſle, 
In which extreams my minde heere murthered is ; 
But that the heauens appoint. I muſt obey. 
Here take myctowne, the life of Edward too, 
Two Kings in-England cannotraigne ar once: 
Bur ſtay a while, letme be King rill night, 
That I thay gaze ypon rhis glittering crowne, 
So ſhall my eyes receiue their laſt content, . 
My head, the lateſt honour dew to it, 
And ioyntly both/yeeld yptheir wiſhed right. 
Continue euecr thou eeleſtiall Sunne, | 
Let neuer Gilent night poſſeſſe this clime, 
Stand ſtillyou watches of the Element. 
All times and ſeaſons reſFyou at a ſtay, © * 
That Edward may beftiffaire Englands King : 
Bur daies brigbt beame doth yanifh faſt away, 
And needs I muſt refigne my wiſhed crowne. 
Inbumainecreatures, nurſt with Tigers milke, 
Why gape you for your foneraignes overthrow? _ 
My Diadem I meane,/and gviltlefie hte; © | 
See monſiers ſee; He weate my crowne againe” 
Whart, feare you notthe furic of your King ? 
But hapleſle Edward thou art fonfy led, - 
They paſſe nor for thy frownes as late they did, 
But feekes to makes new eletedKing, © | 
Which fils my minde with ftrange deſpairing thoughts, 
Which thoughts are matyred with'endleſſt torments. 
Andin this torment, comfort finde I none, 
But that I feele the crowte ypon my head, 
And therefore letme weareityet a white, 
Tru. My Lord, the Parliament minft hayec preſent newes, 
Andtherefore fay, will you tefjpne'or no, + 3p 
The King rageth, 


® 
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Eaw, 


O Ward tne tecond. 
Edw, le not refigne, not whillt iue, 
| Traitours be gone, and ioyne you with Mortimer, 
EleR, conſpire, inſtal, doe what you will, 
Their bloud and yours ſhall ſeale theſe Trecheries, 

Byh. This anſwere weele retutine, and ſo farewell 

Leift, Call them againe my Lord, and jpeake them faire, 
For if they goe, the Prince ſhall looſe his right. 

Eaw, Call thou them backe, LIhaue no power to ſpeake, 

Lei, My Lord, the King is willing to refigne, 

B:hh. It he be not, let him chuſe, 

Edw. O would I might, but heauens & earth conſpire 
To make me miſerable : heere recejue my crowne, 
Receiuc it ? no, theſe innocent hands of mine 
Shall not be guiltic of ſo foule a crime, 

He of you all thar-moſt deſires my bloud, 

And will be cald the murtherer of a King, | 
Take it ; what are you moude, pittie youme? 
Then ſend for vnrelenting Mortimer 

And 1ſabell, whoſe eyes being turn@ to ſtecle, 
Will ſooner ſparkle fire then ſhed a teare : | 
Yetftay, for rather then I will looke on then, 
Heere, hcere : now ſweete God -ofheauen, 
Make me defipilc this tranfitoric pompe, 

And fit for aye inthronized in heauen, 

Come death, and with thy fingers cloſe my eyes, 
Or it Iliue, !er me forget my ſelfe, | 


Enter Bartley. 
Part {ov, Ny Lord, 
£:4, Call me not Lorde, G 
4, v, our of my ſight, ah pardon me, 
(3-7. icimakes me Lunaticke, | 
] or inat Mortimer protect my ſonne, 


MN. e<laictie there is in a Tigers rawes _ ©. ; 
1: : nts imbracements ; beare thisto the Queene, 
W..with my teares, and dried againe with ſighes, 
If vith the fight thereof, ſhee be not mooued, 

. Recurnc it backe and dip it in my bloud, 

Cominend me to my ſonne, and bid himrule -: 
Berrer then I, yet how haue I transgreſft, 


H 2 | Valeſſe 


IRR. © or” 


The Tragedie | 
Vnleſſe it be with too much clemencie? 
Tru, And thus, moſt humbly doe we take our leauve, 
Edw, Farewell, I know the nextnewes thatthicy bring, 
Will be my death, and welcomeſhall itbe, 
To wretched men death is telicitie, 
Leiſt, An other Poafſt, whar newes brings he ? 
Eqw, Such newes as I expect, come Bartley come, 
And tellthy meflage to my naked breft. 
Bart, My Lord, thinke nota thought fo villanous 
Can harbour in a man of noble birth. 
To do your highnes ſeruice and deuoire, 
And laue you from your focs, Bartley would die, 
Leiſt, My Lord,the counſell & the Queene commands, 
That TI refigne my charge. 
Edwy. And who muſt keepe me now, muſi you my Lord? 
Bart. I, my moſt gratious Lord, fo tis decreede, 
 Eaw, By Mortimer, whole name is written here, 
Well may Irent his name, that rends my heart, 


This poore reuenge hath ſomething eaſde my minde, 
| So may his Lines be torne, as is this paper, 
108 Here me immorrall Zoxe, and grant it too, . 
Ts + Bar, Your grace muſt hence with me to Bartley ſtraight. 
08 Eaw. Whither you will, all places are alike, 
| I Li - And every earth is fit for buriall, 


Leift.Fauour him my Lord, as much as lieth in you. 

ys | Bart, Even to betide my ſoule asI vic him. 

4 ; Faw. My cnemic hath pitied my eſtate, 

L ' And thats the cauſe that Iam now remooude. 

Bart, Andthinks your grace that Bay:ley will be cruel? 
Edw,1 know not, but of this am I aſſured, 

That death ends all, and I can die but once, 

Leiceſter, farewell. 
Leiff, Not yet iny Lord, Ile beare you on your way. 


Exemnsnt omnes, 


Enter Mortimer, aud Queere 

hi Iſabel. 

Wl Mor. iu, Faire Iſabell,now haue we our defire, 

"oh The proud corrupters of thelight-braind King, 

Haue 


of Edward the ſecond. 
| + Haue done their homage to the loftic gallowes, 
And he himſelfelies in captiuitic, 
-. Be rulde by me, and we will rule the Realme, 
. Inany caſe take heede of childiſh feare, 
| - For now we hold an old Wolte by the eare, 
Thar rfhe ſlip will ſeaze ypon vs beth, 
And gripe the ſorer being gript himſeife, 
Thinke therefore Madam chat imports vs much, - 
Toerec your ſoune withall the ipeede we may, 
And that ] be protector ouer him, 
For our behoofe,twill beare the greater ſway, 
When as a Kings name ſhalbe vnder writ, 
Dn. Sweete Mortimzr,the life of Iſabel!, 
Be thou perſwaded, that I loue thee well, 
And therefore ſo the Prince my ſonne be ſafe, 
- Whoml elteeme as deare as theſe mine cyes, 
Conclude againſt his father whar thou wilt, 
And I my ſelfe will willingly ſubſcribe, - 
Mor. is. Firft would Theare newes he were depoſde, 
And then let me alone to handle him, 


Enter Meſſen 1G 


Mor, ia, Letters from whence ? 
Heſſen, From Killingworth my Lord, 
Qsx. How fares my Lord the King ? 
Meſſen, Ih health Madam, but full of penſiuenes. 
©Q#, Alas poore ſoute, wouid I could caſe his oreefe, 
Thanks gentle Wincheſter, firra be gone. 
Win, The King hath willingly refignde his crowne, 
#, O happie newes, ſend for the Prince my ſonne . 
BifS. Further,or this letter was ſealed, Lord Bartley came, 
So thathenow is gone from Killingworth, 
And we haue heard that Edmurdlaid a plot, 
To ſethis brother free, no more but ſo, 
The Lord of Barrley is ſo pirifull, 
As Leiceſter that had charge of him before, 
Qs, Then ler ſome other be his Guardian, 
or, in, Let me alone; here is rhe priuie Scale, 
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Whoſe there, call hither Carzey and Matrewzs, 
To daſhthe heauic headed Edmonds drift, 
Baritey ſhalbe diſctargde, the King remooude, 
Andnone but we ſha!l know where he lierh. 
Os. Bur Aortimer, as long as he ſuruics 
VWhbsr ſafetic els for vs, orfor my ſonne ? 


Mor. in, Speake, ſhall he preſentlie be diſpatch'd & die? 


24,1 would he were, fo it were not by my meanes. 


Enter Matreuts and Gurney. 

Dor, in, Inough Patrens, write a Letter preſently 
Vnto the Lord of Bartley from our lelfe, 
That he refigne the King to thee and Gmrrey, 
And when ts done, we will ſubſcribe our name. 

at, Tc ſhall be done my Lord, 

Mor, its, Gurney, 

Gur, My Lord. 

or. in, As thou intendeſi to rife by Aortimer, 
Who now makes Fortunes wheele-turne as he pleaſe, 
Secke all the meanes thou canſt to make him droope, 
And neither giue him kinde word nor good looke, 
Gur, 1 warrant you my Lord. 
or, in. Andthisaboue the reſt, becauic we heare 
That Edmund caſts ro worke his libertie, 
Remooue him {U!] from place to place by night, 
T1!l at the lalt, he come to Killingworth, 
And then from thence to Bartley backe againe : 
And by the way to make himfiet the more, 
Speake curſtly to him, and in any caſe 
Let no man comfort tiim, If he chaunce to weepe, 
Bur amplifie his greefe with bitter words, 


/ 


Matr. Feare not my Lord,weele do as you commaund, 


Mor. in. Sonow away, polt thither wards amaine. 


©x. Whether goes this Letter, to my Lord the King ? 


Commend me humbly to his Maieſtie, 
And tell him, that ] labuur all in vaine, 
To eaſe his grecte, and worke his Libertic ; 
And beare him this, as witneſſe of my loue, 


Hat, Iwill Madain, 


— 


E xettnt. 


OI, 


O 


of Edward the ſecond. 


Exennt Matrents and Gurney, 


Manent Iſabell and Mortimer. 


Enter the young Prince, and the Earle of Kent 
talking with him, 


Mor, in, Finely diſſembled, do ſo [till ſweete Queene, 
Here comes the young Prince, with the Earle of Kent, 

2z#.Something he whiſpers in his childiſh eares. 

 24or.'iu,Ifhe haue ſuch acceſſe vnto the Prince, 

Our plots and ſtratagems will ſoone be daſhr. 

Lu. Vie Edmnnd friendly, as if all were well, 

AMof. in, How fares my honorable Lord of Kent ? 

Eds In health ſweete Mortimer,ghow fares your grace? 

Qs, Well, if my Lord your brother were enlargde. 

Edm,1 heare ot late, he hath depoſde himſelte, 

Qxe. The more my greefe, | 

CHMrr. in, And mine, 

Eam. Ahthey do diſlemble. 

©x.Sweete ſonne come hither, I muſt talke with thee, 

Mer. in, You being his vncle, and tne next of bloud, 
Dolooketo be protecter over the Prince, 

Ed. Not I my Lord - who ſhould proteRt the ſonne, 
But ſhe that gaue him life, I meane the Queene ? 

Prin, Mother, perſwade me not to weare thc crowne, 
Let him be King, I am to young to raigne. 

04, Bur bee content, ſreing it ishis highnes pleaſure, 

Prin, Let me but ſee him firſt, andihenlT will, 

Fam, 1 do ſweete Nephew. 

04, Brother, you know it is impoſſible, 

Frin, Why is he dead ? . 

O04, No, God forbid. 

Eam,T would thoſe wordes proceeded from your heart, 
Ir in. Inconſtant Edmund doelt thou fauor him, 
hat waſt a cauſe of his impriſonment ? 
Edam, The more cauſe haue I now to make amends. . 
Ior,in,Trtellthee tis not mcet, that one ſo falte - 


Should come about the perſon ofa Prince, 
H4 My 


My Lord, he hath betrayd the King his brother, 
And therefore truſt himnot, 
Prin, But he repents, and ſorrowes for it now, 
O#.Come ſonne, and go with this gentie Lord & me, 
Prin, With you I will, but not with Afor timer, 
Mor. Why yongling,. s'dainſt thou ſo of Mortimer 7 
Then I will carric thee by force away. 
Prin, Help vncle Kent, Mortimer will wrong me, 
Ou, Brother Edmrrd, Ariue not, we are his friends, 
[/abell is neerer then the Earle of Kerr, 
Fam, Siſter, Edward is my charge, redeme him, 
Ox, Edward is my ſonne, and I will keepe him, 
Eam. Mortimer ſhall know that he hath wrongde me, 
Hence will I haſt to Killingworth Caflle, 
And reicue aged Edward from his foes, 
To be reuengde on Mortimer andthee, 


Exennt omnes, 
Enter Matrents and Gurney with the King, 


Dart. My Lord, benot penfie, we are yeur friends, 
Men are ordaindeto liue in miſery, 

Therefore come, dalliance dangereth our liues. 

Eaw, Friends, whether muſt vnhappie Edward go, 
Willhatcfull 2/ortimer appoint no rett ? | 
MuftTbe vexed like the nightly birde, 

Whoſe fight is foathſome to all winged fowles? 

When will the furie of his minde aſſwage ? 

When will his heart be ſatisfied with bloud ? 

If mine will ſerue, ynbowell raight this breſt, 

And giue my heart to [/abe/! and him, 

Itis the chiefeſt marke they leuell ar. 

Gur, Not ſo my liege,the Queene hath giuen this charge, 
To keepe your grace in ſafety, h 
Your pafſions make your dolours to increaſe, 

' Eaw. This viage makes my miſerie increaſe, 
But canmy ayre of life continue long, 

When all my fences arc annoyde with tenche? 


Within 


Within a dungeon Englands King is kept, 
Wherel am lteru'd for want of ſuſtenance, 
My daily diet, is heart breaking ſobs, 
That almoſt rents the cloſet of iny heart, 
Thus liues old Edward not releeu'd by any, 
And ſo mull die,though pittied by many. 
O water gentle friends to coole my thirſt, 
And cleare my bodie from foule excreiments. 

Matr, Heer's channell water, as our charge is giuen, 
Sit downe, for weele be barbars to your grace. 

Eaw, Traitors away, what will you murther me, 
Or choake your ſoueraigne with puddle water ? 
Gur. No, bur waſh your tace, and ſhaue away your beatd, 
Leaſt you be knowne, and fo be reſcued, 

Aatr, Why ſtrive you thus, your labour is in vaine? 

Eaw. The wren may ſtrive againſt the Lions ſtrength, 
But all in vaine, fo vainly do Iftriue, 
To leeke for mercieat a Tyrants hand, 

They waſh him with puddle water, ana ſhaxe 
his beard away. | 

Immortall powers, that knowes the painfull cares, 
That waites ypon my poorediſtrefled ſoule, 
O leuell all yourlookes ypon theſe daring men, 
That wrongs theirliege & ſoueraigne, Englands King, 
O Gazeſton, it is for thee that Iam wrongde, _— 
For me, both thou and both the Spercers died, 
And for your ſakes, a thouſand wrongs Ile take, 
The Spencers gholtes, where cuer they remaine, 
Wiſh wellto mine, then tuſh, for them Ile die, 

Matr, Twixt theirs and yours, ſhall be no enmitie, 
Come, come, away,now putthe Torches our, 


Wecle cnterin by darknes to Killingworth, 
Enter Edmmnnd, 


Gar. How now, whocomes there? | 4 

Aatr. Guard the King ſure, itis the Earle of Kent. 

Eaw.O gentle brother, helpe toreſcue me, 

Matr, Keepe them a ſundex, thruſt in the-King, Ot 
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'Edmn, Souldiers, let me butalke tohim one word, 
Gur, Lay hands vpon the Earle for his allault, 


Edm,Lay Cowne your weapons,traitors yeelde the King, 


Mat, Edmund, yeelde thou thy ſelfe, or thou ſhalt die. 
Ed, Baſe villaines, wherefore do you gripe me thus ? 
Gur, Þiade him, and ſo conuey him to the court. 
Edam. Whe:e is the court but heere, here is rhe King, 
AndIwilviinhim, why fray you me? 
AMatr., Tne court is where Lord Mortimer remaines, 
Thether thall your honour go, and fo farewell, 


Excnnt Matreuts and Gurney, with the King, 
PDanext Edmund and the ſouldiers, 


Edm.O Miſerable is that common weale, where Lords 
Reepe courts and Kings are locktin Priſon ! 

Sould, Wherefore Bay we? on firs to the Court, 

Ear, 1, lead me whether you will, cuen to my death, 
Sceing that my brother cannot be releaft, 


Exemmt omnes, 
Enter Mortimer alone, 


Mor, n, The King muſt dic or Mortimer goes downe, 
The commons now beginto pittie him, OD 
Yet he thatis the cauſe of Eawards death, 

Is ſure to pay for it when hs ſonne is of age, 
And therefore wilt Td6 it ctinningly, 
This letter written by friend of ours, 
Containes his death; ytt bids them ſave his life, 
Edwardum occidere bſite timer bonum eſt, ' 
Feare not to kil the King, tis good he diez 
But read it thus, and thar$anorher ſence - 
Edwardum occideve nolite ttmere honum eff, SOD 
Kill notthe King,tis good toffezrerhe worſt, ' © c 
Vnpoinredavitis, thts half ir goe, 2 
Thatbeing dead; if ir chaitnceto be found, ©. ©? 
Aatrents andthe teſtmiy bearethe blame, '' 
fo And 


And we be quit, that cauf de it to be done : 

Within this roomeis lockt the Mcflenger, 

That ſhall conuey it, and pertorme the reſt, 

And by a fecret tokenthat he beares, 

Shall he be murdered when the deede is done, 

Lightborn, come forth, art thou ſo reſolute as thou waſt ? 
Light, What elſe my Lord ? and farre more refolute, 
Afor.in, And haſt thou caſt howto accompliſh it? 
Light, 1,1, and none ſhall know which way he died, 
Mor. iu, But at his lookes Lightborne thou wilt relent, 
Licht, Relent, na, ha, I vie much torelent, 

2107, in, Well, doe it bravely, and be fecre. 
Light, You ſhallnotneede to gine inſtructions, 

Tis not the firſt time I haue killd a man, 

- Tlearn'd in Naples how to poy{on flowers, 

To {irangle with a Lawne thruſt downe the throate, 

To pierce the wind-pipe with a needles point, 

Or whilſt oneis aſſeepe, to take a quill 

And blowea little powder in his eares, 

Or open his mouth, and powre quick-ſfiluer downeg 

Bur yet Thaue a brauer way then theſe, 

Ator, Whats that? - | (trickes, 
Light. Nay, you ſhall pardon me, none ſhall know my 
Hor, I carena how it is, ſoit be not fpide, 

Deliucr this to Gurney and CHatrens, 

At cuery ten mile end, thou halt a horſe. 

Take this, away, and neuer fee me more. . 

Light. No? I ge ; 
Mor, No, vnlefſe thou bring me news of Fawards death, 
Light, That will I quickly doe, farewell my Lord. 
or, The prince Trule, the Queene do I commaund, 

And witha lowly congeto the ground, 

Theproudeſt Lords ſalute me as Ipaſle, 

Teale, I cancell, I doe what I will, | 

Feard am I morethen lou'd, let me be feard - 

And when I frowne, make all the court looke pale. 

Iviewthe Prince with Aritarcus cyes, 

Whoſe lookes were as a breeching oa boye, }- - 

Theychruſt ypon-me che ProteRorſbip, - * 
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The Trageate . 
And ſue to me for that, that I deſire, 
While at the counſell Table, graue enough, ' 
And not ynlike a baſhtull puretaine, 
Firſt I complaine of imbecillitie, 
Saying it iS, 041 quam grauiſimum, 
Til being interrupted by my triends. 
ſuſcepithat prouinciamas they tearme it, 
And to conclude, I amprotector now, 
Now is all ſure, the Queene and Mortimer 
Shall rule the realme, the King, and none rules vs, 
Mine enemies will I plague, my friends aduance, 
And what I liſt commaund, who dare controwle, 
Aaior ſum quam ci poſſit fortuna nocere, 
And that this bethe coronation day, 
Ir pleaſeth me, and //abe/l the Queene, 
The trumpers ſound, I muſt go take my place. 


Enter the young King, Biſhop, Champion, 
Nobles, Queene, 


Bi. Long live King Edward: by the grace of God, 
King of England, and Lord of Ireland. 

Cham. It any Chriſtian, Heathen, Turke, orIew, 
Dares but affirme, that Edwards not true King, 
And will auouch his ſaying with the ſworde, 
Jain the Champion that will combate him ? 

or. in, None comes, found Trumpets, 
; King, Champion, heeresto thee, 


©, Lord Mortimer,now take him to your charge, 


Enter Souldiers with the Earle of 
Kent priſoner. 


Afor, What traitor haue we there with blades & billes ? 

Sould, Edmmmidrche Earle of Kent. 

King..What hath:he done? 

Sould, A would haue taken the King awayperforce, 
As we were bringing bim toKillingworth, - 
Cor, in, Did youattempt his reſcue, Edmund ſpeake ? 
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or Edward the Iecond 
EZam. Mortimer did, heis our King, 
And thou compelltthis Prince to weare the crowne, 

Mor, in, Strike off his head, he ſhall haue Marſhall law. 
Edm. Strike off my head, baſe Traitour I defte thee, 
King, My Lord,he'is my Vncle and ſhall live, 

| #for, in, My Lord, he is your enemic, and [hall die. 
Edam. Stay villaines, 
King, Sweete mother, if I cannot pardon him, 

Iatreate my Lord Protector for his lite, 
4. Sonne, be content, I dare not ſpeake a word." 
King,.Norl, and yet me thiukes I ſhould commaund, 

But ſeeing Icannor, Ile intreat for him: 

My Lord, if you will let my vncle live, 

Iwillrequite it when Icome to age. ; 

Mer, in. Tis for your highnes 200d, and forthe 
realmes, 

How often ſhall T bid you beare him hence ? | 
Ear, Art thou a King, mult I dic atthy commaund ? 
Afor. iu. At our commauud, once more away with 

him. | 
Edm, Let me but ſtay and ſpeake, Iwillnort go, 

Either my brother or his ſonne is King, 

And none of both, then thirlt for Edmonds bloud, 

And therefore ſoldiers whether will you hale me ? 

T hey hale Edmond away, and carry him 
ta be beheaded. 
Xing, What ſafety may I looke for at his handes, 

If that my Vnckle ſhall be murthered thus ? 

SI " are not {weete boy, Ile guarde thee from 
thy foes, 

Had E Fly liv'de, he would haue ſoughtthy death, 

Come ſonne, weeleride a hunting in the Parke. 

King. And ſball my Vackle Edmond ride with vs? 
Qzeen, He is a Traitor, thinke not on him, come, 
Exeunt omnes, 
Enter Matr, and Gurney. 
CMatr. Carney, I wonder the King dies not, 
Bcingin a vault vp to the.knees in water, 
To which the channels of the Baſtcll cunne, | 
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ravFecie 
Prom whence a dampe continually ariſeth, 
That were enough to poylon any man,, 


' Much more a King brought vp ſo tenderly, 


Gyr. And ſodo I, atrenss : yeſternight 
i opened but the doore to throw himmeate, 
And I was almoi!t ftifeled with the fauour, 
A7atr, He hath a bodie able to endure 
More then we can enflict, and therefore now, 
Letvs aflaile his minde another while, 
Gur, Send for him out thence, and I willanger him. 
Atatr, Bur tay, whofe this ? 
| Enter: Lightborne, 
Light, My Lord proteQtor greetes you. 
G«rn, Whats heere ? I know not how to conſtrue it. 
AMatr. Gurney, It was left vnpointed for the nonce, 
Edwardum occidere nolite timere, 
Thars his meaning. 
L:ght. Know you this token. I muſthaue the King ? 
HMatr.l, tay a while, thouſhalt haue anſwere Rraight, 


This villain's ſent to make away the King, 


Gurzey. I thought as much, 
Carr, And when the murder's done, 
Sec how he muſt be handled for his labour, 


Pereat iſte : let him have the King, 


Whar elſe, heer's the keyes, this is the Lake, 
Doe as you are commaunded by my Lord, 
Light. 1know whar I muſt doe, get you away, 
Yet benotfarre oft, 1ſhall neede your helpe, \ 
See thatin the next roome haue a fier, 
And getmea fpirand let it be red kote, 
Matre, Very well, 
Gurn, Neede you any thing beſides ? 
Tight, What elſe, atable anda fetherbed. 
Gurn, Thats all, | 
Light.1, I, ſo when I call 
A1atre, Feare not thowt 


at, 
Gur». Heers aligheto go into the dungeon, 
Light .So now muſt I abourthis geare, neare was 


there any 


—_ 


So finely handled as this King ſhalbe, 
Foh, heeres a place in deed with all my heart. 
Edw, Whoſe there, what light is that, wherefore 
com'tt thou ? 
Light. To comfort you, and bring you ioyfull newes. 
Edw. Small comfortfindes poore Edwardin thy 
lookes, 
Villaine, I know rhou com'{tro murther me. 
Light. To murther you my moſt gratious Lord, 
Farrz is it from my heartrodo you harme, 
The Queene ſent me, to ſee how you were vicd, 
For ſhe relents at this your miſerie, 
And what eyes can eſaine from ſhedding teares, 
To ſce a King, in this moſt pitious ſtate ? 
Fdw, Weept thou alreadie, lift a while to me, 
And then thy hearr, were it as Gurneys is, 
Or as Matrentss, hewne from the Caucaſus, 
Yet will it melt, ere T have done my tale. 
This dungeon where they keepe me, is the ſinke - 
Wherein the filth of all the Caltel] falles, 
Light. O villaines ! 
Eaw. And there in mire and puddle haue I ſtood, 
This ten daies ſpace, and leaſi that I ſhould ſleepe, 
One plaies continually vpon a Drum, | 
They giueme bread and water being a King, 
So that for want of fleepe and ſuſtenance, 
My mindes diſtempered, and my bodie's numde,' 
And whether I haue Limmes or no I know not, 
O would my bloud dropt out from every yaine, 
As doth this water from my tattered robes : 
Tell //abe/lthe Queene, Llookt not thus, 
When forher'fake I ran at tilt in France, | 
And there vahorſtthe Duke of Cleremont. - h 
Light, O ſpeake no more my Lord,this breaks my heart, 
Lie on this bed and reQ@ your ſelfe a while. 
Eaw. Theſe looks of thine can harbor nought bur death, 
lcemy Tragedy written'in thy browes, = 
Yetliaya vhile, forbearethy bloudje hand, _ 
Andler me ſee theftroke before it comes; | 
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That and euenthen whenl ſhall looſe my life, 
My minde may be inore ſtedfaſft on my God, | 
Light. What meanes your highnes to miſtruſt me thus? 
Edw. What meanes thouto diſſemble with me thus ? 
Light, Theſe hands were never ftainde with innocent 
bloud, 
Nor ſball chey now be tainted with a Kings, 
Edward, Forgiue my thought, for hauing ſuch a 
+ thought, 
One iewell hane Ilcft, receive thou this, 
Still feare I, and I know nor whats the cauſe, 
But euery ioynte ſhakes asI giue itthee - 
©, if thou harbor{t murther in thy heart, 
Let this gift change thy minde, and ſaue thy foule, 
Know that I am a King, oh at that name, 
I feele a hell of greefe, where is my crowne ? 
Gone, gone, and doe Iremaine ? | 
Light. You'r ouerwacht my Lord,lie downe and reſt, 
Edw, But that greefe keepes me waking, Iſhould ſleepe 
For not theſe ten daies haue theſe eies lids cloſde, 
Now asI ſpeake they fall, and yet with feare 
Open againe, O wherefore fits thou heere ? 
Light.If you miſtiult me, Ile be gone my Lord, 
Eaw, No, no, for it thou meanſtto murtherme, 
Thou wilt ceturne againe, and therefore flay, 
Light, He {lecpes, 
Faw, O let me not die, yetſtay, O ſtay a while, 
Light, How now wy Lord. 
Eaw, Some thing ſtill buſſeth in mine eares, 
Andrels me ifIſleepe I neuer wake, 
This feare is that which makes me tremble thus, 
And therefore tell me, wherefore art thou come ? 
Light. To rid thee of thy life, Aatrents come, 
Edw,1 am'too weake and feeble to reſiſt, 
Aſſiſt me ſweet God, andreceiue my ſoule, 
Light. Runnefor the Table. 
Eaw.O ſpare me, or diſpatch me inatrice. | 
Light. So, lay the Table downe, and ſtampe on it, 
But not too hard,leaſt that you bruſe his bodie, | 
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Alatry.1feare me that this crie will raiſe the towne, 
And therefore let vs take horſe and away, 
Light, Tell me firs, was it not brauely done? 
Gurn, Excellent well, take this for thy reward, 
Then Gurney flabs Lightborne, 
Come let vs caſt the bodie inthe more, 
And beare the Kings to Mortimer our Lord, away. 
Exeunt omnes., 


Exter Mortimer and Ilatrenis, 


Ator. in, I done, Matrents, and the murtherer dead 
Marr.1 my good Lord, I would it were vndone, 
Mor. iu, Matrents, if thou growelt penitent 
Ile be thy ghoftly father, therefore chooſe 
Whether thou wilt be ſecret in this, 
Or elſe die by the hand of Mſortmer.. 
Matr. Gurney, my Lordis fled, and will I feare 
Betray vs both, therefore let me fic. 
Mor. in. Flie tothe Sauages. 
Mair. I humbliethanke your honour. 
Mor, in, As for my felfe, I tand as /oxes huge tree, 
And others are but ſhrubs compard to me, 
All cremble at my name, and Ifeare none, 
Lets ſee who dare impeach me for his death? 
Enter the Queene, 
Oxeen, A Mortimer,the King my ſonne hath newes, 
His father's dead, and we haue murdered him, 
Mor. in, What if he haue ?the King is yet a Child. 
©zg.1,I,buthe teares his "bigs. wrings his hands, 
And yowesto be reuengd vpon vs both, 
Into the Councell Chamberhe is gone, 
To craue the aide and ſuccour ofhis Peeres, 
Aye me, ſee where he comes, and they with him, 
Now Mortimer begins out Tragedie, 


Enter the King, with the Lords. 


© Lords, Feare not my Lord, know that you are aKingy 


' Kivg, Villaine, | 
K . Mor, 


*_ — 


Aor. in, How now my Lord ? 
Kizg. Thinke nor thatI am frighted with thy words, 
My father's. murdered through thy Trecherie, 
And thou ſhalcdie, and oa his mournetull hearſe, 
Thy hatefull and accurfed head ſhall lie, 
To witneſle tothe world, that by thy meanes 
His Kingly bodie was too foone interge. 
Queen, Weepe not {weete joune, 
Kg, Forbid not me to weepe, he was iny father, 
And had youlou'de him halfe fo well as I, 
You could not beare his death thus patiently, 
Bur you 1 teare, conipirde with Mort:mer. 
Lords. Why ſpeake you not vnto my Lordthe King ? 
Aor. in, Becauſe thinke icorne to be acculde, 
Who is the man dares fay | murthered him? 
Kmg, Traitour, in me my Loving father ſpeakes, 
Aad plainely ſaith, t'was thou that mvyrdred(i him. 
Aor. iu, But hath your grace no other proofe then this P 
King. Yes if this be the hand of .Wortinaer. 
Mor. in, Falſe Garney hath betraid me and himſelfe. 
O ween, I feard as much, murther cannot be hid.. 
Marin, Tis my hand, what gather you by this. 
King, T hat thitherthou did'(t ſend a murtherer, 
Mor, is. What murtherer? bring foith the man [ ſent, 
King, A Hortmer, thou knowelt thathe is ſlaine, 
And ſo ſhalkthou be too : why ſtaies he heere ? 
Bring him vatoa hurdle, diag him foorth, 
Hang him I ſay,and ſethis quarters vp, 
Bur bring his head backe preſently ro me. 
Qxzeen, For my lake iweete lonne pittic Mortimer, 
Mor, tm, Madam, intreatnor, I will rather die, 
Then ſue for life vato a paltrie boy, 
King, Hence with the Traitor, with the murderer. 
Mor, is, Baſe fortune, now I ſee, that in thy wheele 
There is a point, to which when men aſpire, 
They tumble hedlong downe, that point Itouchr, 
And ſeeing there was no place to mount'vp higher, 
Why:ſhould ] greeue at my declining fall, | 
Faxeyell faire Queene, weepe not for Mortimer, - 


ng 


Goes to dilcouer countries yet ynknowne, 
Kmg, What, ſuffer you the Traitor to delay ? 
Qs. As thou receiued(t thy life from me, 
Spillnot the bloud of gentle Mortimer, | 
Kg. This argues, that you ſpilt my Fathers bloua, 
Els would younot intreat for Mortimer, 
__ Bs. | ipill his bloud? 
King, I madam you, for ſo the rumor runnes, 
Qs, That rumor is vntrue, for louing thee, 
Is this report raiſde on poore [ſibell. 
K12g. I doe not thinke her ſo vnnaturall, 
Lords. My Lord, I feare me it will prooue too true, 
King, Mother, you are ſuſpeRted for his death, 
And therefore we commit you ro the Tower, 
Till further triall be made thereof, 
If you be guiltie, though I be your ſonne, 
Thinke not to finde meſlacke or pitifull. 
©, Nay, to my death, for too long hauelT lived, 
When as my ſonne, thinks to abridge my dayes. 
King, Away with her, her words ivforce theſe teares, 
An:{ 1 thall pittie her if ſhe ſpeake againe. . 
Qs, Shall I not mourne for my beloued Lord ? 
And with the reſt accompanie him to the graue, 

Loras. Thus Madam, tis the Kings will you ſhall hence. 
Qs. He hath forgotten me, liay, I am his Mother, _ 
Lords. That bootes not, therefore gentle Madam p- +. 
©#. Then come ſweete death, &'Tid me of thi* 
Lords, My Lord, hecte is the head of CHor 

King, Gofetch ny fathers hearſe, where ' 
 Andbriag my furerall robes, Accurſed * 

Could I haue ruldethee then. as I] d- 

Thou hadft nut hatchet this inon®? 

Heere comes the hearſe þ-' 

Sweete father heere, v 

I offer vp this vic 

Andlet theler- 

Be witneſle - 


oO RO A << A ee dt res A ——_—_— $87 790 OA ex Riba eres > 


-. Dn 2" 0 ie" : = yr” _ © wt _ IL, mn £5 Hen. Þ, > 
— aj > £44 2 T5 = AC __> . £ v a . pa _—_— ES = — - SEPT We Pome > 
E [- . pn OY »* . 1 es 5 $5.6 ode T - , ” - 
i y 32'S x ” . _ 1 * 
8 ”, ” NS þ 4 


IS 


